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O    F 
SAMUEL    F  O  O  T  E,     Efq. 

THIS  ingenious  comic  writer  was  born  at 
Truro  in  Cornwall,  but  at  what  period  of 
time  we  cannot  take  upon  ourfelves  to  fay.    His 
father,   John  Foote,  was  member  of  parliament 
for  Tiverton  in   DeVonfhire,  and  enjoyed  the 
pofls  of  commifliorier  of  the  prize-office  and  fine- 
contra6l.     His  mother  was  heirefs  of  the  Dinely 
and   Goodere  families.      The    dreadful  confe- 
quence  of  the  mifunderftanding  between  her  two 
brothers,   Sir  John  Dinely  Goodere,  bart.  and 
Samuel  Goodere,  efq.   captain  of  his  majefty's 
fhip  the  Ruby,  is  well  known  ;   on  which  a  con- 
fiderable  part  of  the  Goodere  eftate,  which  was 
better  than  fifty  thoufand  pounds  per  annum, 
defcended  to  Mr.  Foote,   her  hufband. 

Our  author  was  educated  at  Worcefter  col 
lege,  in  the  univerfity  of  Oxford,  which  owed 
its  foundation  to  Sir  Thomas  Cockes  Winford, 
Bart,  a  fecond  coufin  of  our  author.  On  his 
quitting  the  univerfity,  he  commenced  ftudent 

B  of 


2          «        THE     LIFE     OF 

of  law  in  the  Temple ;  but,  as  the  dullnefs  and 
gravity  of  this  ftudy  did  not  fuit  the  volatile 
vivacity  of  his  temper  and  genius,  he  foon 
quitted  it. 

He  married  a  young  lady  of  a  good  family 
and  fome  fortune  ;  but,  their  tempers  being  very 
opposite  to  each  other,  a  perfect  harmony  did 
not  long  fubfift  between  them.  He  now  launched 
into  all  the  fafhionable  foibles  of  the  age,  gaming 
not  excepted,  and  in  a  few  years  fpent  his  whole 
fortune.  As  he  had  long  taken  a  difguft  to  the 
ftudy  of  the  law,  he  was  obliged  to  have  recourfc 
to  the  ftage,  and  made  his  firft  appearance  in  the 
character  of  Othello,  but  with  no  great  fuccefs. 
He  afterwards  performed  Fondlewife,  in  which 
he  fucceeded  much  better  ;  and,  indeed,  it  was 
one  of  his  favourite  characters  ever  after.  He 
next  attempted  Lord  Foppington,  but  he  liftened 
to  the  advice  of  hrs  friends,  and  prudently  gave 
it  up.  As  Mr.  Foote  was  never  a  capital  actor 
in  the  plays  of  others,  his  falary  of  courfe  could 
not  be  equal  to  his  gay  and  extravagant  mode  of 
living :  he  at  lad  contracted  fo  many  debts,  that 
he  was  obliged  to  take  refuge  in  the  verge  of  the 
court,  to  fecure  himfelf  from  the  refentment  of 
his  creditors. 

A  very  laughable  ftratagem  at  length  relieved 
him  from  his   neceffities.     Sir  Francis  Delaval 

had 
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had  long  been  his  inornate  friend,  and  had  dif- 
fipated  his  fortune  by  limilar  extravagance.  A 
rich  lady,  an  intimate  acquaintance  of  Foote,  was 
fortunately  at  that  time  bent  upon  a  matrimonial 
fcheme.  Foote  ftrongly  recommended  to  her  to 
confult,  on  this  momentous  affair,  the  conjuror  in 
the  Old  Bailey,  whom  he  reprefented  as  a  man 
of  fur/prfing  (kill  and  penetration.  He  employed 
an  acquaintance  of  his  own  to  perfonate  the  con 
juror,  who  depicted  Sir  Francis  Delaval  at  full 
length,  defcribcd  the  time  when,  the  place  where, 
and  the  drefs  in  which  me  fhould  fee  him.  The 
lady  was  fo  ftruck  with  the  coincidence  of  every 
circumftance,  that  fhe  married  the  knight  in  a 
few  days  after.  For  this  fervice  Sir  Francis 
fettled  an  annuity  upon  Foote,  which  enabled 
him  once  more  to  appear  upon  the  bufy  ftage 
of  life. 

Mr.  Foote  now  affuming  the  double  character 
of  author  and  performer,  in  1747  opened  his 
Little  Theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  with  a  dra 
matic  piece  of  his  own  writing,  called  The  Diver- 
fions  of  the  Morning.  This  piece  confiftcd  of 
nothing  more  than  the  introduction  of  feveral 
well-known  characters  in  real  life,  whofe  man 
ner  of  converfation  and  expreffion  our  author 
had  very  happily  hit  off  in  the  diclion  of  his 
drama,  and  ftill  more  happily  reprefented  on  the 
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ftage,  by  an  exaft  and  moft  amazing  imitation, 
not  only  of  the  manner  and  tone  of  voice, but  even 
of  the  very  perfons,  whom  he  intended  to  take  off. 
Among  thefe  characters  there  was  in  particular  a 
certain  phyfician,  who  was  much  better  known 
from  the  oddity  and   fingularity  of  his  appear 
ance  and  converfation,  than  from  his  eminence 
in  the  praftice  of  his  profeflion.     The  celebrated 
Chevalier  Taylor,  the  oculift,   who  was  at  that 
time  in  the  height  of  his  vogue  and  popularity, 
was  alfo  another  object,   and  indeed  defervedly 
fo,  of  Mr.  Foote's   mimicry  and   ridicule.      In 
the  latter  part  of  this  piece,  under  the  character 
of  a  theatrical  director,  our  author  took  off,  with 
great  humour  and  accuracy,   the  feveral  {tiles  of 
afting  of  every  principal  performer  on  the  Eng- 
lifh  ftage. 

Among  thofe  players,  with  whom  Mr.  Footc 
made  free,  was  the  facetious  Harry  Woodward, 
who  returned  the  compliment  in  a  little  piece, 
called  Tit  for  Tat,  of  which  the  following  was 
the  beginning : 

"  Call'd  forth  to  battle,  fee  poor  I  appear, 
«'  To  try  one  fall  with  this  fam'd  auctioneer." 

In  the  very  fame  piece  Mr.  Woodward,  in  the 
character  of  Foote,  fays, 

"  But  when  I  play'd  Othello,  thoufands  fwore 
"  They  never  faw/wrA  tragedy  before." 

The 
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The  Diverfions  of  the  Morning  at  firft  met  with 
fome  little  oppofition  from  the  civil  magiftrates 
of  Weftminfter,  under  the  fan&ion  of  the  a& 
of  parliament  for  limiting  the  number  of  play- 
houfes ;  but  our  author  being  patronifed  by  many 
of  the  principal  nobility  and  gentry,  the  oppofi 
tion  was  over-ruled ;  and,  after  altering  the 
title  to  that  of  Giving  Tea,  he  proceeded  without 
farther  moleftation,  reprefenting  it  through  a 
run  of  upwards  of  forty  mornings  to  crowded 
and  fplendid  audiences. 

The  enfuing  feafon  he  produced  another  piece 
of  the  fame  kind,  which  he  called  An  AuBion  of 
Pictures.  In  this  he  introduced  new  and  popu 
lar  characters,  all  well  known,  particularly  Sir 
Thomas  de  Veil,  then  the  a&ingjuftice  of  peace 
for  Weftminfter  j  alfo  Mr.  Cock,  the  celebrated 
auctioneer,  and  the  equally  famous  orator  Hen- 
_ley.  This  piece  was  alfo  well  received  by  the 
public. 

Notwithftandingthe  favourable  reception  thefe 
pieces  met  with,  they  have  never  yet  appeared 
in  print,  nor  would  they  perhaps  give  any  great 
pleafure  in  the  perufal ;  for,  confiding  princi 
pally  of  characters,  whofe  peculiar  fingulariiies 
could  never  be  perfectly  reprefented  in  black 
and  white,  they  might  probably  appear  flat  and 
infipid,  when  diverted  of  the  ftrong  colourings 
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•which  Mr.  Foote  had  given  them  in  his  perfo- 
nal  reprefentations.  It  may  not  be  improper 
here  to  obferve,  that  he  himfelf  reprefented  all 
the  principal  characters  in  each  piece,  which 
flood  in  need  of  his  mimic  powers  to  execute, 
Jhifting  from  one  to  the  other  with  all  the  dex 
terity  of  a  Proteus,  to  the  wonder  and  aftonifh- 
ment  of  his  genteel  and  numerous  auditors. 

However,  lie  now  proceeded  to  write  pieces 
•with  more  dramatic  accuracy  and  regularity, 
his  Knights  being  the  produce  of  an  enfuing 
feafon;  yet  in  this  alfo,  though  his  plot  and 
characters  feemed  lefs  immediately  perfonal,  it 
was  apparent,  that  he  kept  fome  particular  real 
perfonages  ftrongly  in  his  eye  in  the  perform 
ance,  and  the  town  took  on  themfelves  to  fix 
them  where  the  refemblance  appeared  to  be  the 
mofl  ftriking. 

Mr.  Foote  continued  from  time  to  time  to 
entertain  the  public,  by  fele&ing  for  their  ufe 
fuch  characters,  as  well  general  as  individual, 
as  feemed  moft  likely  to  contribute  to  the  ex 
citing  our  laughter,  and  beft  anfwer  the  princi 
pal  end  of  dramatic  writings  of  the  comic  kind, 
fuch  as  relax  the  mind  from  the  fatigue  of  bufi- 
nefs  or  anxiety. 

The 
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The  following  is  a  catalogue  of  his  perform 


ances. 


i.  Ta/le,  a  comedy  of  two  a6ls,  acted  at 
Drury-Lane,  8vo.  1752.  This  piece  and  its 
profits  were  given  by  its  author  to  Mr.  Worfdale 
the  painter,  who  afted  the  part  of  Lady  Pen- 
fveazle  in  it  with  great  applaufe.  The  general 
intention  of  it  is,  to  point  out  the  numerous  im- 
pofitions  that  perfons  of  fortune  and  fafhion 
daily  fuffer  in  the  purfuit  of  what  is  called  ta/le, 
or  a  love  of  Vertu,  from  the  tricks  and  confede 
racies  of  painters,  auctioneers,  medal  dealers, 
£.c.  and  to  fhew  the  abfurdity  of  placing  an 
ineftimable  value  on,  and  giving  immenfe  prices 
for  a  parcel  of  maimed  buds,  crazed  pictures, 
and  inexplicable  coins,  only  becaufe  they  have 
the  mere  name  and  appearance  of  antiquity, 
while  the  more  perfect  and  really  valuable  per 
formances  of  the  mod  capital  artifts  of  our  own 
age  and  country,  if  known  to  be  fuch,  are  totally 
defpifed  and  neglected,  and  the  artitts  themfelves 
fufFered  to  pafs  through  life  unnoticed  and  dif- 
couraged.  Thefe  points  our  author  has  in  this 
farce  let  forth  in  a  very  juft,  and  at  the  fame  time 
in  a  very  humorous  light;  but  whether  the  gene 
rality  of  the  audience  did  not  relifh,  or  perhaps 
did  not  underlland  this  refined  fatire,  or  that, 
underftanding  it,  they  were  fo  wedded  to  the 

infatuation 
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infatuation  of  being  impofcd  upon,  that  they 
were  unwilling  to  fubfcribe  to  the  juftice  of  it, 
are  points  we  cannot  determine  ;  but  it  met 
with  fome  oppofition  for  a  night  or  two,  and 
during  the  whole  run  of  it,  which  was  not  a 
long  one,  it  found  at  beft  but  a  cold  and  dif- 
tafteful  reception. 

2.  The  Engli/Jiman  in  Paris,  a  comedy  of  two 
afts,  8vo.  1753,  performed  at  Covent-Garden 
theatre.  This  piece  met  with  great  fuccefs ;  its 
firft  appearance  was  for  Macklin's  benefit,  when 
that  performer  afted  the  part  of  Buck,  and 
Mifs  Macklin  Lucinda,  which  feemed  written 
entirely  to  give  her  an  opportunity  of  difplay- 
ing  her  various  qualifications  of  mufic,  finging, 
and  dancing,  in  all  which  (he  obtained  univerfal 
applaufe.  The  author  himfelf  afterwards  re 
peatedly  performed  the  part  of  Buck  ;  yet  it  is 
difficult  to  fay,  which  of  the  two  did  the  cha- 
racler  the  greateft  juftice.  This  piece  feems 
defigned  to  expofe  the  abfurdity  of  fending  our 
youth  abroad,  to  catch  the  vices  and  follies  of 
our  neigbouring  nations ;  yet  there  is  fomewhat 
of  an  inconfiftency  in  the  portrait  of  the  Eng- 
lifhman,  that  fcarccly  renders  the  execution 
anfwerable  to  the  intention.  This  little  comedy 
was  imagined  to  be  a  burlefque  on  M.  de  Boiffv's 
Franfois  a  Londres.  On  a  comparifon,  however, 

there 
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ihere  does   not   appear  to  be  the  flighted  re- 
femblance. 

3.  The.  Knights,  a  comedy  of  two  afts,  8vo. 
1754.  This  piece  made  its  firft  appearance  at 
the  Little  Theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  about  the 
year  1747,  and  at  that  time  terminated  with  a 
droll  concert  of  vocal  mufic  between  two  cats, 
in  burlefque  of  the  Italian  comic  operas.  As, 
this,  however,  was  only  temporary,  the  author, 
to  adaptMt  more  properly  to  dramatic  tafte,  and 
render  it  a  more  perfect  farce,  has  wound  up  a 
conclufion  for  it,  which  however,  even  as  it  now 
(lands,  is  fcarcely  fo  conclufive  or  fo  natural  as 
it  could  be  wifhed  ;  but  this  fault  is  amply  made 
amends  for  by  its  poifeffing,  in  the  higheft  degree, 
a  much  more  effential  excellence  of  comedy, 
which  is  great  ftrength  of  character,  and  the  moft 
accurate  and  lively  colouring  of  nature.  His  two 
knights,  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  and  Sir  Gregory  Ga 
zette,  the  firft  of  which  has  the  ftrongeft  paffion  for 
perpetually  entertaining  his  friends  with  a  parcel 
of  ftale,  trite,  infignificant  ftories,  and  the  latter, 
who  is  pofleffed  with  a  moil  infatiable  thirft  for 
news,  without  even  capacity  fufficient  to  com 
prehend  the  full  meaning  of  the  moft  familiar 
paragraph  in  a  public  journal,  are  very  ftrongly 
painted.  The  firlt  of  them  received  additional 
life  from  the  admirable  execution  of  the  author 

C  in 
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in  his  reprefentarion  of  the  character,  in  which 
indeed  it  has  been  reported,  that  he  mimicked 
the  manners  of  a  certain  gentleman  in  the  wed 
of  England ;  and  the  other  feems  to  have  af 
forded  a  hint  to  Mr.  Murphy  in  his  Upholftercr, 
to  expatiate  ftill  more  largely  on  this  extravagant 
and  abfurd  kind  of  folly.  His  other  characters 
Tim  and  Mifs  Suck,  with  the  fcene  of  court- 
fliip  introduced  between  them,  though  not  ab- 
folutely  new  in  the  firft  conception,  yet  are 
managed  after  a  new  manner,  and  always  give 
great  entertainment  in  their  reprefentation.  It 
was  afterwards  afted  at  Drury-Lane. 

4.  The  Englijhman  returned  from  Paris,  a 
comedy  of  two  afts,  8vo.  1756.  Afled  at 
Covent-Garden.  This  is  a  fequel  \.oThe  EnglifJi- 
man  in  Paris,  wherein  the  Englishman,  who  be 
fore  was  a  brute,  is  now  become  a  coxcomb  ; 
from  being  abfurdly  averfe  to  qvery  thing 
foreign,  he  is  grown  into  a  deteftation  of  every 
thing  dorneftic ;  and  rejects  the  very  woman, 
now  poflefled  of  every  advantage,  whom  he  be 
fore  was  rufhing  headlong  into  marriage  with, 
when  dcftitute  of  any.  This  piece  is  much 
more  dramatic  and  complete  than  the  other,  and 
has  a  greater  variety  of  characters  in  it,  two 
more  efpecially,  Crab  and  Macruthen,  which 
are  finely  drawn  ;  but  the  circumitance  of  the 
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cataftrophe  being  brought  about  by  Luanda's 
pretending  to  have  poifoned  Sir  John  Buck 
in  a  dim  of  tea,  is  taken  from  Mrs.  Cemlivre's 
Artifice. 

5.  The  Author,  a  comedy  of  two  afts,   8vo. 
1757.     A&ed  at  Drury-Lane.     This  piece  was 
written  only  for   the  fake  of  affording  to  the 
writer  of  it  an  opportunity  of  exerting  his  talents 
of  mimickry,   at  the  expence  of  a  gentleman  of 
family   and    fortune,   Mr.    Aprice,  whofe  parti 
cularities  of  charafter,   although    entirely  inof- 
fenfive,  were  rendered  the  butt  of  public  ridicule 
in  the  part  of  Cadwallader.     The  eager  fond- 
nefs  which   the    world  ever   mew   to   perfonal 
(lander,   added  to  the  inimitable  humour  of  this 
writer  and  performer  in  the  reprefentation,   for 
fome  time,  brought  crowded  houfes  to  it;  till  at 
length  the  refemblance  appearing  too  firong,  and 
the   ridicule    too  pungent,  not  to  be  fcen  and 
felt   by  the  gentleman   thus  pointed  out,   occa- 
iioned  an  application  for  the  fuppreflion  of  the 
piece,  which  was  therefore  forbidden  to  be  any, 
more  performed. 

6.  The  Diver/ions  of  the   Morning,    a   farce, 
a3ed  at  Drury-Lane  in  1768,  but  not  printed. 
This  was  partly  compiled   from  Tafie  and  Mr. 
Whitehead's  Fatal  Conjlancy. 

C  2      \  7.  The 
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7.  The  Minor,  a  comedy  of  three  a£h,  8vo. 
1760.  This  piece  was  firft  reprefented  in  the 
Cummer  feafon,  at  the  Little  Theatre  in  the 
Haymarket ;  and  though  it  was  performed  by  an 
entirely  young  and  unexperienced  company, 
it  brought  full  houfes  for  thirty-qight  nights  in 
that  time  of  the  year.  As  the  principal  merit 
of  all  our  anthor's  writings  conlifts  in  the  draw 
ing  of  peculiar  characters  well  known  in  real  life, 
which  he  heightened  by  his  own  manner  of  per- 
fonating  the  originals  on  the  ftage,  it  will  be 
mceflary  to  inform  pofterity,  that  in  the  cha 
racters  of  Mrs.  Cole  and  Mr.  Smirk,  the  author 
reprefented  thofe  of  the  celebrated  Mother 
Douglas,  and  Mr.  Langford,  the  auctioneer  ; 
and  that  in  the  conclufion,  or  rather  epilogue  to 
the  piece,  fpoken  by  Shift,  which  the  author 
performed  together  with  the  other  two  characters, 
he  took  off,  to  a  great  degree  of  exa&nefs,  the 
manner  and  even  perfon  of  that  noted  preacher, 
and  chief  of  the  Methodifts,  Mr.  George  White- 
field.  Indeed,  fo  happy  was  the  fucccfs  of  this 
piece,  in  one  refpecl,  that  it  feemed  more  effec 
tually  to  open  our  eyes,  thofe  of  the  populace 
elpecially,  in  regard  to  the  abfurditics  of  that  fet 
of  einhufiafts,  than  all  the  more  ferious  writings 
that  had  ever  been  publifhed  againfl  them. 

8.  Tht 
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8,  The  Lyar,  a  comedy  of  three  aQs,  &vo.  1 764. 
This  comedy  was  originally  intended  to  have 
been  performed  during  the  fummer  partnerfhip 
between  Mr.  Murphy  and  the  author ;   but  the 
run  of  thofe  pieces  they  had  before  brought  on, 
and    the    unexpected   neceffity   of  playing    the 
Wijhes,   having  exhaulied  the  time  limitted  for 
their  reprefentation,   this  was  obliged  to  be  de 
ferred  till  the  enfuing  winter,  when  it  was  rcpre- 
fented,  for  the  firft  time,   at   the  theatre  in  Co- 
vent-Garden.      Its  fuccefs  was  very  indifferent ; 
and  indeed 'it  rnuft  be   confeffed,   that  it  was  in 
itfelf  far  from  equal  to  the  generality   of  our 
author's  works.     Though   there  were  here  and 
there  fome  ftrokes  of  humour  in  it,   which  were 
not   unworthy  of  their  author,   and  fome   few 
touches  of  temporary   fatire,  yet  the  character 
of  the  Lyar  had   certainly  neither  native  origi 
nality  enough  in  it  to  pleafe  as   a   novelty,    nor 
additional  beauties  fufficient  either  in  his  drefs 
or  demeanour,  to  excite  a  frefh  attention  to  him 
as  a  new  acquaintance.    In  fhort.  on  the  whole, 
it  was  rather  tedious  and  unentertaining,  having 
neither  enough  of  the  vis  comica  to  keep  up  the 
attention  of  an  audience  through  fo  many  a&s 
as  a  farce,  nor  a  fufficiency  of  incident  and  fen- 
timent   to    engage    their   hearts,     if  confidered 
under  the  denomination  of  a  comedy,  yet  it  has 
fince  been  often  afted  as  a  farce. 

C  3  9.  The 
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9.  The  Orators,  a  comedy  of  three  afts,   8vo. 
1762.     This  piece,   which   met  with  very  good 
fuccefs,    was  performed  at  the  Little  Theatre  in 
the  I  la)  market,  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  during 
fome  part  of  the  fummer  of  1762.     Our  author 
has  thrown  into  the  defign  of  this  piece  a  great 
variety  of  characters,   fome  of  which  have  been 
fuppofed  to  be  drawn  from  real  life,  particularly 
one  of  a  late  printer  of  Ireland,   who,   with  all 
the  difadvantages  of  age,  perfon,    and  addrefs, 
and  even  the  deficiency  of  a  leg,  was  perpetually 
giving  himfelf  airs  of  the  greateft  importance, 
continually  repeating  {lories  of  his  wit,  and  boaft- 
ing  of  being  a  favourite  of  the  fair  fex.     Such  a 
character  is  furely  a  genuine  object  of  ridicule, 
and  the  ftage  feems  to  demand  it  as  a  facrifice  at 
the  fhrine  of  common  fenfe. 

10.  The  Mayor  of  Garrat,   a  comedy  of  two 
a6ls,  performed  at  the  theatre  in  the  Haymarket 
in  1763,    and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1769.     In  this 
very  humorous  and  entertaining  piece,  the  cha 
racter  of  Major  Sturgeon,   a  city  militia  officer, 
is  entirely  new,   highly  wrought  up,    and   was 
performed  in  a  molt  capital  ftile  by  Mr.  Foole 
himfelf. 

u.   The  Patron,  a  comedy  of  three  acts,  per 
formed  at  the  Haymarket  in  1764.     The  hint  is 

borrow  eel 
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borrowed  from  one  of  Marmontel's  Tales.     The 
character  of  the  Patron,  faid  to  be  Lord  Mel- 
combe,   is  that  of  a  fuperficial  pretender  to  wit 
and  learning,   who,   being  a  man  of  fafhion  and 
fortune,  affords  his  countenance  and  protection 
to  a  fet  of  contemptible  writings,  for  the  fake  of 
the  incenfe  offered  by  them  to  his  vanity.     The 
character  of  a  mere  antiquarian,  a  favourite  ob 
ject  of  ridicule  with   Mr.  Foote,   is  here  intro 
duced  with  great  pleafantry,  Mr.   Ruft  having 
fallen  in  love  with  a  fine  young  lady,  becaufe  he 
thought  the  tip  of  her  ear  refembled  the  Princefs 
Popoea.    Sir  Peter  Pepperpot,  a  rich  Weft  India 
merchant,  comes  in  likewife,  with  his  account  of 
barbecues  and  turtle  feafts ;  and  a  miferable  poet, 
with  a  low  Moorfields  bookfeller,  ferve  to  com 
plete  the  entertainment. 

12.  The  Commiffary,   a    comedy,   a£ted  with 
great  fuccefs,  at  the  Haymarket  in  1765.   Among 
other  real   characters  drawn  from  life,  the  late 
celebrated  Dr.  Arne  was  ridiculed  in  this  comedy. 

13.  Prelude  on  opening  the  Theatre,   1767. 

14.  The  Demi  upon  two  Sticks,  a  comedy,  afted 
at  the  Haymarket  in   1768,   printed  in  8vo.  in 
1778.     This  was  one  of  the  mofl  fuccefsful  of 
our  author's  performances;  but  though  it  abounds 
with  wit,  humour,  and  fatire  of  the  moft  pleafant 

C  4  and 
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and  inoffenfive  kind,  yet  it  feems  to  have  loft  its 
exigence  with  its  parent. 

15.  The  Lame  lover,  a  comedy,  a6led  at  the 
Haymarket  in  1770.    Though  this  piece  was  by 
rib  means  inferior  to  any  other  of  his   writing, 
yet  it  did  not  meet  with  the  deferved  fuccefs. 
Sir  Luke  Limp,   the  Serjeant,  and  his  fon,    are 
admirably  drawn  characters. 

16.  The  Maid  of  Bath,  a  comedy,  afted  at  the 
Haymarket  in  1771,  and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1778. 
The  ground-work  of  this  very  interefling  per 
formance   is   taken    from    a   tranfaftion    which 
happened   at  Bath,   in  which  a  perfon  of  for 
tune  was   faid   to    have  treated  a  young  lady 
celebrated  for  her  mufical  talents  in  a  very  un 
generous  manner.     The  delinquent  is  here  held 
Up  to  ridicule  under  the  name  of  Hint,  and  it 
wilt  be  difficult  to  point  out  a   character  drawn 
with  more   truth  and   accuracy  than  this,   efpe- 
cially  in  the  fecond  a£t.    The  parts  of  Lady  Ca 
therine  Coldftream,  Sir  Chrittopher  Cripple,  and 
Billy  Button,  are  all  highly  finifhed,  and  render 
this-  piece  one  of  the  moft  pleafing  of  all  our 
author  wrote. 

1 7.  The  Nabob,  a  comedy,  afted  at  the  Hay- 
market  in  1772,   and  printed   in   8vo.   in  1778. 
This  piece  is  a  fevere  fatire  on  the  greater  part 

of 
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of  Uiofe  gentlemen  who  have  acquired  wealth  in 
the  Ealt  fndies.  At  the  time  this  play  was  pro 
duced,  a  general  odium  had  been  excited  againft 
the  members  of  the  ^aft  India  company,  which 
wai  Kept  alive  by  every  art  that  virulence  and 
party  could  fuggeft.  Mr.  Foote,  ever  attentive 
to  avail  hmifclf  of  popular  fubjects,  feized  the 
prefent  occanpn  to  entertain  the  town  at  the  ex- 
expence  of  foroc  individuals.  The  character  of 
Sir  Matthew  Mite  was  intended  for  a  gentleman 
who  had  rifen  from  the  low  fituation  of  a  cheefe- 
jpacmger. 

1 8.  Piety  in  Pattens,  a  farce,  acted  at  the  theatre 
in  the  Haymarket  in  1773  ;  but  never  printed. 

19.  The  Bankrupt,  acted  at  the  Haymarket  in 
1776.     This  piece,  like  mod  others  written  by 
our  author,    contains  little  elfe  than  detached 
fcenes  without  any  plot.      It  exhibits,  however, 
fome  ftrong  delineations  of  character,  and  is  by 
no  means  a  bad  performance. 

20.  The  Cozeners,  a  comedy  of  three  acts,  acted 
at  the  Haymarket  in  1774,   and  printed  in  8vo. 
in  1778.    The  character  of  Simony  in  tins  piece 
was  defigned  as   a  vehicle  for  fatire  on  the  late 
Dr.  Dodd.    It  may  be  obferved,  as  fome  apology 
for  our  author's   llage   ridicule,  that    he  rarely 

pointed 
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pointed  it  at  any  perfons  who  met  with  public 
refpecl;,  ordeferved  to  meet  with  it. 

2 1 .  The  Capuchin,  a  c,omedy,  afted  at  the  Hay- 
market  in  1776,  and  printed  in  8vo.  in  1778. 

22.  ATrip  to  Calais,  a  comedy,   intended  for 
reprefentation  in  1776,    at  the  Haymarket;   but 
containing   a  character  defigned  for    a  lady  -of 
quality,  me  had  intereft  enough  to  prevent  its 
obtaining  a  licence, 

Mr.  Foote,  after  having  written  thefe  pieces, 
fuffered  his  name  to  be  put  to  a  work,  entitled, 
The  Comic  Theatre,  in  five  volumes,  i2mo. 
being  a  translation  of  a  number  of  French  co 
medies.  Of  thefe,  however,  we  are  allured,  the 
firft  only,  The  Young  Hypocrite,  is  to  be  at 
tributed  to  him. 

All  Mr.  Foote's  works  are  to  be  ranked  only 
among  the  petites  pieces  of  the  theatre.  In  the 
execution  they  are  fomewhat  loofe,  negligent, 
and  unfinifhed ;  the  plans  are  often  irregular, 
and  the  cataftrophes  not  always  conclufive  ;  but, 
with  all  thefe  deficiencies,  they  contain  more 
flrength  of  character,  more  ftrokes  of  keen  fatire, 
and  more  touches  of  temporary  humour,  than 
are  to  be*  found  in  the  writings  of  any  other  mp- 
dern  clramaiilt.  Even  the1  language  fpoken  by 

his 
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V. 

his  characters,  incorre6l  as  it  may  fometimes 
appear,  will,  on  a  clofe  examination,  be  found 
entirely  dramatical,  as  it  abounds  with  thofe 
natural  minutiee  of  expreffion,  which  frequently 
form  the  very  bafis  of  character,  and  which  ren 
der  it  the  truett  mirror  of  the  converfation  of  the 
times  in  which  he  wrote  and  published  them. 

Being  on  a  party  of  pleafure,  in  the  year  1 766, 
with  the  late  Duke  of  York,  Lord  Mexborough, 
and  Sir  Francis  Delaval,  Mr.  Foote  had  the  mif- 
fortune  to  break  his  leg,  by  a  fall  from  his  horfe, 
in  confequence  of  which  he  was  obliged  to  un 
dergo  an  amputation.  This  accident  fo  fenfibly 
affecled  the  Duke,  that  he  made  a  point 
of  obtaining  for  Mr.  Foote  a  patent  for  life, 
whereby  he  was  allowed  to  perform,  at  the  Little 
Theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  from  the  15th  of 
May  to  the  i5th  of  September  every  year. 

Our  author  now  became  a  greater  favourite 
of  the  town  than  ever;  his  very  laughable  pieces, 
with  his  more  laughable  performances,  conftantly 
filled  his  houfe,  and  his  receipts  were  fome  fea^- 
fons  almoft  incredible.  Parfimony  was  never  a 
vice  to  be  afpribcd  to  Mr.  Foote  ;  his  hofpitality 
and  generofity  were  ever  confpicuous;  he  was 
vifited  by  the  fird  nobility,  and  he  was  fome 
times  honoured  even  by  royal  guefts. 
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In  1766,  the  Duchefs  of  K ,  who  had 

long  been  a  general  topic  of  conversation,  our 
wit  thought  would  furnifh  a  good  fubjecl;  for  a 
three-acl  piece  ;  he  fet  about  it,  and  during  the 
time  of  writing  it,  often  mentioned  it  to  his 
friends,  to  fome  of  whom  he  read  the  chaarfter 
of  Lady  Kitty  Crocodile,  which  was  intended  for 
her  grace.  We-  are  told,  that  the  fatire  was 
highly  feafoned,  and  the  play  one  of  the  beft  he 
ever  wrote.  Her  grace  hearing  of  her  being  in 
tended  as  a  principal  character  in  Foote's  piece 
preparing  for  reprefentation,  applied  by  her 
friends  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain  ;  and  when  the 
play  came  before  his  lordfhip  for  his  approba 
tion,  it  was  critically  fcanned,  and  a  permiffion 
refufed.  Mr.  Foote,  however,  certain  that  no 
objection  could  be  laid  to  it  on  her  grace's  part, 
lent  her  the  manufcript  to  read  ;  but  me  was  in 
exorable.  Upon  this,  a  paper  war  commenced 
between  her  grace  and  the  wit,  to  the  no  fmall 
entertainment  of  the  town. 

The  attack  made  upon  his  chara8er  by  one  of 
his  domeftics,  whom  he  had  difmifled  for  his 
mifbehaviour,  is  too  well  known  to  need  being 
mentioned  here.  It  maybe  fufficient  to  fay  he  \v;is 
honourably  acquitted  of  that  charge.  It  is,  how 
ever,  believed  by  fome,  that  the  fhock  he  re 
ceived  from  it  accelerated  his  death,  particularly 

the 
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the  very  aBive  part  the  agents  of  a  certain  du- 
chefs  took  in  that  criminal  profecution.  It  is 
more  probable,  that  his  natural  volatility  of 
fpirits  would  fupport  him  againft  all  imprefiions 
from  attacks  of  that  nature. 

Our  author,  finding  his  health  decline,  en 
tered  into  an  agreement  with  Mr.  Colman  for 
.his  patent  of  the  theatre,  according  to  which  he 
was  to  receive  from  that  gentleman  i6ooJ.  per 
annum,  befides  a  ftipulated  fum  whenever  he 
chofe  to  perform.  Mr.  Foote,  afterwards  made  his 
appearance  in  two  or  three  or. his  molt  admired 
charters;  but  being  fuddenly  feized  with  a  pa 
ralytic  flroke  one  night  whilit  upon  the  ftage,  he 
was  compelled  to  retire,  and  from  that  lime  the 
public  loft  their  juftly-admired  Ariftophanes. 
He  was  advifed  to  bathe,  and  accordingly  went 
down  to  Brighthelmftone,  where  he  feemed  to 
recover  his  former  health  and  fpirits. 

A  few  weeks  before  his  death  he  returned  to 
London ;  but;  with  the  advice  of  his  phyficians, 
fet  out  with  an  intention  to  fpend  the  winter 
at  Paris,  and  in  the  fouth  of  France.  He  had 
got  no  farther  than  Dover,  when  he  was  fuddenly 
attacked  by  another  ftroke  of  the  palfy,  which 
in  a  few  hours  terminated  his  exiflence.  He  died 
on  the  2ift  of  Qftober,  1777,  about  the  56th 

year 
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year  of  his  age,  and  was  privately  interred  in  the 
cloifters  of  Weftmrnfler-abbcy.  He  left  a  natu 
ral  fon,  a  minor,  to  whom  he  bequeathed  moft 
of  his  fortune. 

We  have  very  good  authority  for  faying,  that 
the  day  on  which  Mr.  Foote  fet  out  for  Dover, 
about  an  hour  before  he  went  into  his  chaife, 
he  walked  into  every  room  in  his  houfe,  and  ex 
amined,  with  an  accuracy  not  ufual  to  him, 
every  article  of  furniture  he  had,  but  more  par 
ticularly  his  pictures,  of  which  he  had  a  large  and 
elegant  collection.  When  he  came  to  the  por 
trait  of  Wefton,  he  made  a  full  flop,  as  if  by 
fome  fecret  impulfe,  and  ri vetted  his  eyes  upon 
the  countenance  of  his  old  acquaintance  for 
above  ten  minutes,  without  uttering  a  fyllable. 
Then  turning  away,  with  a  tear  in  his  eye,  he 
exclaimed,  "  Poor  Wefton."  But  the  words  had 
fcarce  dropped  from  his  lips,  when,  with  a  tone 
as  it  were  of  reproach  for  his  feeming  fecurity, 
he  repeated,  "  Poor  Wefton  !  It  will  be  very 
"  fhortly,  Poor  Foote,  or  the  intelligence  of 
"  my  fpirits  deceive  me  !" 

As  a  private  man,  Mr.  Foote  was  fincere,  ge 
nerous,   and  humane.     As  no  man  ever  contri 
buted  more  to  the  entertainment  of  the  public, 
fo  no  man  oftener  made  the  minds  of  his  com 
panions 


•  SAMUEL    FOOTE,    ESQ.          23 

panions  expand  with  mirth  and  good  humour ; 
and,  in  the  company  of  men  of  high  rank  and 
fuperior  fortune,  who  courted  his  acquaintance, 
he  always  preferved  an  eafy  and  noble  indepen 
dency.  That  he  had  his  foibles  and  caprices, 
no  one  will  pretend  to  deny;  but  they  were 
amply  counterbalanced  by  his  merit  and  abilities, 
which  will  tranfmit  his  name  to  pofterity  with 
diftinguifhed  reputation. 

There  are  in  print  many  fmart  fayings  and 
repartees  attributed  to  Mr.  Foote  ;  but,  as  we 
cannot  vouch  for  their  authority,  we  fhall  not 
infert  them  here.  The  two  following  lines  are 
among  the  verfes  that  have  been  written  on  his 
death  : 

FOOTE  from  his  earthly  ftage,  alas!  is  hurl 'd  ; 
Death  took  him  iff,  who  took  off  all  the  world. 


i  Head /rv?n  Herciibmetim;  rv/wthtr  Jupiter  Tonans,  <?/•  "Vexius 
Tkb.cs,  c 
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Francis  Delaval^  Efq. 


SIR, 

WH  E  N  I  confider  the  long  Intimacy 
that  has  fubfifted  betwixt  us,  the  Ob 
ligations  I  owe  to  your  generous,  dif- 
interefted  Friendmip,  and  the  Protection  and 
Encouragement  I  received  both  from  you  and 
your  Brother,  when  Neceffity  lifted  me  in  the 
Service  of  the  Public  ;  there  is  no  Man  to 
whom  with  equal  Propriety  and  Pleafurel  can 
addrefs  the  following  Work.  It  would  be  pay 
ing  a  bad  Compliment  to  the  Town,  were  I 
to  trouble  you  with  an  Apology  for  the  In- 
confiderablenefs  of  the  Prefent.  I  thought  it 
worthy  their  Attention,  and  confequently  not 
beneath  the  Acceptance  of  my  Friend.  With 
the  Aid  of  a  Love- Plot  1  could  havefpun  out 
the  Piece  to  the  Extent  of  Five  Afts ;  but  be- 
fides  that  I  wanted  to  confine  the  Eye  to  the 
fingle  Object  of  my  Satire,  I  declare  myfelf  a 
A  3  Rebel 
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Rebel  to  this  univerfal  Tyrant,  who,  not  con-* 
tented  with  exciting  all  that  is  pitiful  or  terri 
ble  in  human  Nature,  has  claimed  the  Privi 
lege  of  occafioning  every  thing  that  is  ridicu 
lous  or  contemptible  in  it ;  and  thus,  from  the 
abject  Submiffion  of  our  dramatic  Poets,  is  both 
^Tragedy  and  Comedy  fubjected  to  the  Power  of 
Love.     It  may  be  thought  prefumptuous  in 
me  to  have  dignified  fo  thort  a  Performance 
with  the  Name  of  a  Comedy  -,  but  when  my 
Reafons  why  it  cannot  be  called  a  Farce  are 
confidered,  the  Critics  muft  indulge  me  with 
the  Ufe  of  that  Title ;  at  lead  till  they  can 
furnifh  me  with  a  better.     As  the  Follies  and 
Abfurdities  of  Men  are  the  fole  Objects  of 
Comedy,  fo   the    Powers  of  the  Imagination 
(Plot  and  Incident  excepted)  are  in  this  Kind 
of  Writing  greatly  retrained.     No  unnatural 
AiTemblages,  no  Creatures  of  the  Fancy,  can 
procure  the  Protection  of  the  Comic  Mufe ; 
Men  and   Things  muft  appear  as  they  are. 
It  is  employed  either  in  debaiing  lofty  Sub 
jects,  or  in  raifmg  humble  Ones.   Of  the  two 
Kinds  we  have  Examples  in  the  Tom  Thumb  of 

Mr.   F ,  and  a   Traveftie   of  the  Ulvffes, 

where  Penelope  keeps  an  Ale-houfe,  Telema- 
chus  is  a  Tapller,  and  the  Heroe  a  Recruiting 
Serjeant.  In  both  thefe  Inftances  you  fee 
Nature  is  reverfed ;  but  as  I  flatter  myfelf  in 
the  following  Sheets  her  Steps  have  been  trode 
with  an  undeviating  Simplicity,  give  me  leave 

tq 
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to  hope,  that  though  I  have  not  attained  the 
Togata,  yet  I  have  reached  the  Tabernaria  qf 
the  Romans.  I  once  intended  to  have  thrown 
into  this  Addrefs,  the  Contents  of  many  of  our 
Conventions  on  the  Subject  of  Comedy ;  for 
in  whatever  DirTipations  the  World  may  fup- 
pofe  our  Days  to  have  been  confumed,  many, 
many  Hours  have  been  confecrated  to  other 
Subjects  than  generally  employ  the  Gay  and 
the  Giddy.  I  hope  the  preient  Occafion  will 
demonftrate,  that  Pleaiure  has  not  been  always 
my  Purfuit;  and  unlefs  I  am  greatly  miftaken, 
it  will  foon  be  discovered,  that,  joined  to  the 
acknowledged  beft  Heart  in  the  World,  Mr. 
Delaval  has  a  Head  capable  of  directing  it. 
As  I  am  now  above  the  Reach  of  common 
Obligations,  an  Acknowledgment  of  theie 
Qualities,  in  the  Peribn  of  a  Man  who  has 
honoured  me  with  his  r/dendmip,  is  the  fo!e 
Caufe  of  the  Trouble  you  now  receive.  Long 
has  been  our  Union,  may  it  never  be  divided 
till  the  fatal  Stroke,  that  demoliihes  all  fub- 
lunary  Connections,  (hall  reach  One  of  us, 
which  One  will,  I  hope,  be 

four  obliged,  and 

affectionate  Servant, 


SAMUEL   FOOTE. 
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/Was  always  apprehenfive  that  the  Subjeff 
of  the  following  Piece  was  too  abflrafted 
and  fingular  for  the  Comprehenjion  of  a  mlxd 
Ajjembly.  Juno  Lucina,  Jupiter  Tonans, 
Phidias,  Praxiteles,  with  the  other  Gentlemen 
And  Ladies  of  Antiquity,  were,  I  dare  Jay,  ut-* 
terh  unknown  to  my  very  good  Friends  of  the 
Gallery ;  nor,  to  [peak  tfe  Truth,  do  I  believe 
they  had  many  Acquaintances  In  the  other  Parts, 
of  the  Houfe.  But  tho*  I  defpalr  of  gratifying 
the  Populum  Tributim  oj  //fo  THEATRE,  yet 
I  fatter  myfelf  the  Primores  Populi  will  find  me 
no  difagreable  Companion  In  the  Clofet,  et  fatis 
magnum  Theatrurn  mihi  eftis. 

/  was  neither  prompted  by  a  lucrative,  nor 
an  ambitious  Motive  to  this  Undertaking.     My 
De/fgn  was  to  ferve  a  Man,  'who  had  ever  great 
Merit  with  his  Friends,  and  to  whom,  on  the 
Score  ofjomc  hie  'Tr  an  factions,  1  think  the  Pub 
lic  vajlly  indebted.     'That   my   good  Intentions, 
for   Mr.    WORSDALE    have   proved  fuccefj- 
jul,    is   tm'/re/y    owing    to   the  Generofity    and 
Humanity    of  the   Managers  of  Drury-Lane 
THEATRE;  they  have  given  him  a   Benefit, 
1  5  and 
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and  are  jointly  entitled  to  my  'Thanks ;  but  as  to 
Mr.  GARRICK,  /  have  more  perfonal  Ob 
ligations.  I  take  this  Opportunity  of  ajjuring 
him,  that  I  Jhall  ever  retain  the  mojl  grateful 
Remembrance  of  his  Affiance,  Aj/iduity,  and 
kind  Concern,  at  the  Birth,  Progrefs,  and  un 
timely  End  of  this  my  lajl  and  favourite  Of- 
firing; 

Tht  Objefts  of  my  Satire  were  fuch  as  I 
thought,  whether  they  were  confldered  in  a  mo 
ral,  a  political,  or  a  ridiculous  Light,  deferved 
the  Notice  of  the  Comic  Mufe.  I  was  deter 
mined  to  brand  thofe  Goths  In  Science,  who  had 
proflituted  the  ufeful  Study  of  Antiquity  to  tri- 
Jling  fuperfaial  Purposes  ;  who  had  blajled  ths 
Progrefs  of  the  elegant  Arts  among/I  us,  by 
unpardonable  Frauds  and  abfurd  Prejudices ; 
and  who  had  corrupted  the  Minds  and  Morals 
of  our  Touth,  by  pe^fuading  them,  that  what 
only  ferves  to  illujlrate  Literature  was  true 
Learning,  and  active  Id'enefs  real  Bufwefs. 
How  far  this  End  has  been  obtained,  is  now,  in 
the  following  Sheets,  more  generally  fubnutted  to 
ths  Public,  " 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Mr.  G  A  R  R  I C  K, 

And  fpoken  by  him  in  the  Character  of  an 
Auctioneer. 

72 E FORE  this  Court,  I  PETER  PUFF  appear, 
•*^  A  Briton  born,  and  bred  an  Auctioneer; 

Who  for  myfelf,  and  eke  a  hundred  others, 
My  ufeful,  hone/I,  learned  bawling  Brothers  y  I 
With  much  Humility  and  Fear  implore  ye ', 
¥0  lay  our  prefent  defffrate  Cafe  before  ye. — . 

'Tis  faid  this  Night  a  certain  Wag  intends 
To  laugh  at  us,  our  Calling,  and  our  Friends  : 
If  Lords  and  Ladies,  and  fuch  dainty  Folks, 
Are  cur*  d  of  Au  ft  ion- hunting  by  his  Jokes  ! 
Should  this  odd  Doflrine  f bread  throughout  the  Land. 

*/ 1  < :» 

Before  you  buy,  be  Hire  to  underltand. 

Oh  !  think  on  us  what  various  Ills  will  flow, 
When  great  Ones  only  purchafe — what  they  know» 
Why  laugh  at  TASTE  ?  It  is  a  harmlefs  Fajhion, 
And  quite  fub dues  each  detrimental  PaJJion  ; 
The  Fair  Ones  Hearts  will  ne^er  incline  isl\Lin  , 
While  thus  they  rage  for — China  and  Japan. 
The  Virtuofo,  too,  and  Connoifleur, 
Are  ever  decent,  delicate,  and  pure  ; 
The  fmalleft  Hair  their  loofer  Thoughts  might  hold, 
Jujl  ivarm  whenfmgle,  and  when  married,  cold  : 
Their  Blood  at  Sight  of  Beauty  gently  flows  ; 
Their  Venus  muft  be  old,  and  want  a  Nofe  ! 
No  airfrous  PajJion  with  deep  Knowledge  thrives  ; 
yTis  the  Co?npiaint,  indeed,  of  all  our  Wives  ! 
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Tis  fald  Virtu  tofucb  a  Height  is  grown. 

All  Artifts  are  encourag'd but  our  own. 

Be  not  deceived.,  I  here  declare  on  Oath, 
I  never  yet  fold  Goods  of  foreign  Growth: 
Ne'er fent  Commijfions  out  to  Greece  or  Rome  ; 
My  bejl  Antiquities  are  made  at  Home. 
I've  Romans,  Greeks,  Italians  near  at  har.d, 
True  Britons  all — and  living  in  the  Strand. 
/  ne'er  for  Trinkets  rack  my  Pericranium, 
..  Theyfurnijh  out  mv  Room  from  Herculaneum. 

Buthujh «' 

Should  it  be  known  that  Englifh  are  employed, 
Our  Manufacture  is  at  once  dejlroy'd  ; 
No  Matter  what  our  Countrymen  deferve, 
They'll  thrive  as  Ancients,  but  as  Moderns  ftarve — 
Ifwefljculdfall — to  you  it  will  be  owing; 
Farewell  Jo  Arts — they're  going,  going  going; 
The  fatal  Hammer  s  in  your  Hand,  oh  Town! 
Thenfet  Us  up — and  knock  the  POET  down. 
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Dramatis  Perfonae,    1753. 


Carmine, 
Puff, 

Brufli, 

Novice, 

Lord  Dupe, 

Alderman  Pentweazel, 

Caleb, 

Boy, 

Lady  Pentweazel, 


Mr.  Palmer. 
Mr.  Yates. 
Mr.  Crofs. 
Mr.  Blakes. 
Mr.  Shuter. 
Mr.  Tafwell. 
Mr.  Coftollo. 
Mqfter  Crofs. 
Mr.  Worfdale. 


TASTE. 

r 

A 

COMEDY. 

ACT      I. 

S  C  E  N  E   I.     A  Painting  Room. 
.  Enter  CARMINE,  followed  by  tbe  Boy. 

CARMINE. TT     AY  thefe   Colours   in  the 
Window,    by  the   Pallet. 
-*— '  Any  Vifitors  or  Meflages  ? 
Boy.     'Squire  Felltree  has  been  here,  and 
infifts  upon  Mifs  Racket's  Pictures  being  im 
mediately  finim'd,  and  carry'd  Home As 

to  his  Wife  and  Children,  he  fays,  you  may 
take  your  own  Time. 

Carm. 
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Carm.     Well 

Boy.  Here  has  been  a  Meflage  too,  from 

my  Lady  Pen I  can't  remember  her 

Name,  but  'tis  upon  the  Slate.  She  defires 
to  know  if  you  will  be  at  Home  about 
Noon. 

Carm.  Fetch  it.  (Exit  Boy. 

Was  the  Whole  of  our  Profeilion  confined  to 
the. mere  Buimefs  of  it,  the  Employment 
would  be  pleafing  as  well  as  profitable;  but 
as  Matters  are  now  managed,  the  Art  is  the 
laft  Thing  to  be  regarded.  Family  Connec 
tions,  private  Recommendations,  and  an  ealy, 
genteel  Method  of  Flattering,  is  to  fupply  the 
Delicacy  of  a  Guido,  the  Colouring  of  a  Ru- 
benS)  and  the  Defign  of  a  Raphael — all  their 
Qualities  centring  in  one  Man,  without  the 
firft  Requifites,  would  be  ufelefs ;  and  with 
thefe,  one  of  them  is  necefTary. 

Enter  Boy  with  the  Slate. 

Carm.     Let's  fee Oh!   Lady  Pent- 

isieazel  from  Blowbladder-Jireet Admit 

her  by  all  Means;  and  if  Puff' or  Varmjb- 
fhould  come,  I  am  at  Home.  (Exit  Boy. 
Lady  Pentweazel!  ha  !  ha  !  Now  here's  a 
Proof  that  Avarice  is  net  the  only,  or  laft 

Paffion  old  Age  is  fubjecl:  to this  fuper- 

annuated  Beldame  gapes  for  Flattery,    like 

aNeft 
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a  Neft  of  unfledg'd  Crows  for  Food ;  and 
with  them,  too,  gulps  down  every  Thing 

that's  offer'd  her no  Matter  how  coarfc; 

well,  me  (hall  be  fed;  I'll  make  her  my 
introductory  Key  to  the  whole  Bench  of  Al 
dermen. 

Enter  Boy  with  Puff. 

Boy.     Mr.  Puff,  Sir, 

Carm.  Let  us  be  private.  What  have  you 
there  ? 

Puff'.  Two  of  Rembrandt's  Etching  by 
Scrape ',  in  May's  Buildings-,  a  paltry  Affair,  a 
Poor  Ten  Guinea  Job;  however,  a  fmall 

Game you  know  the  Proverb What 

became  of  you  Yefterday  ? 

Carm.  I  was  detained  by  Sir  Pofitive  Bub- 
ble.  How  went  the  Pictures  ?  The  Guido, 
what  did  that  fetch  ? 

Puff.     One  hundred  and  thirty. 

Carm.  Hum !  Four  Guineas  the  Frame, 
Three  the  Painting ;  then  we  divide  juft  One 
hundred  and  Twenty-three. 

Puff.  Hold not  altogether  fo  faft 

yarnifb  had  Two  Pieces  for  bidding  againft 
Squander  \  and  Brujh  five,  for  bringing  Sir 
Tawdry  Trifle. 

Carm.  Mighty  well;  look  ye,  Mr.  Puff9 
if  thefe  People  are  eternally  quartered  upon 

us, 
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us,  I  declare  off,  Sir;  they  eat  up  the  Profit. 

There's  that  damn'd  Bru/h but  you'll 

find  him  out.  I  have  upon  his  old  Plan  given 
him  Copies  of  all  the  Work  I  executed  upon 
his  Recommendation ;  and  what  was  the 
Conlcquence  ?  He  clandestinely  ibid  the  Co 
pies,  and  I  have  all  the  Originals  in  my 
Lumber-Room. 

Puff.  Come,  come,  Carmine,  you  are  no 
great  Lofer  by  that.  Ah!  that  Lumber- 
Room  !  that  Lumber-Room  out  of  Repair, 
is  the  beft  conditional  Eftate  in  the  County 
of  Midd/efex.  Why  now  there's  your  Su- 
fannah ;  it  could  not  have  produc'd  you  above 
Twenty  at  moft,  and  by  the  Addition  of  your 
Lumber-Room  Dirt,  and  the  ialutary  Appli 
cation  of  the  Spakham  Pot,  it  became  a 
Guido,  worth  a  Hundred  and  thirty  Pounds; 
betides,  in  all  Traffick  of  this  Kind,  there 

muft  be  Combinations. Varnijh  and  BruJJj 

are  our  Jackalls,  and  it  is  but  fair  they  mould 
partake  of  the  Prey.  Cowage,  my  Boy/ 
never  fear!  Praife  be  to  Folly  and  Famion, 
there  are,  in  this  Town,  Dupes  enough  to 
gratify  the  Avarice  of  us  all. 

Carm.  Mr.  Puff,  you  are  ignorant  and  Icur- 
rilous,  and  very  impertinent,  Mr.  Puff*  and 
Mr.  Puff',  1  have  a  ftrange  Mind  to  leave  you. 
toyourielves,  and  then  fee  what  a  Hand  you 

would  make  of  it Sir,  if  1  do  now  and 

then 


TASTE.  5 

then  &dd  Tome  Tindts  of  Antiquity  to  my 
Pictures,  I  do  it  in  Conddcenlion  to  the 
Foible  of  the  World}  for,  Sir,  Age,  Age,  Sir, 
ii  all  my  Pictures  want  to  render  'em  as  good 
Pieces  as  the  Matters  from  whom  they  are 
taken  ;  -and  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  took 
my  Sufettnab  for  a  Guido,  gave  no  mighty 
Proofs  of  his  Ignorance,  Mr.  Puff'. 

Puff.  Why,  thou  Poft-painter,  thou  Dau 
ber,  thou  execrable  White-wamer,  thou • 

Sirrah,  have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  wretched 
State  from  whe  ice  I  dragg'd  you.  The  firft 
Time  I  fet  Eyes  on  you,  Ralcal  !  what  was 
your  Occupation  then?  Scribbling,  in  fcarce 
legible  Letters,  Coffee,  Tea,  and  Chocolate  on 
a  Bawdy-houfe  Window  in  Goodman  s  Fields. 

Carm.  The  Meannefs  of  my  Original  de- 
monftrates  the  Greatnefs  of  my  Genius. 

Puff'.  Genius  !  Here's  a  Dog.  Pray,  how 
high  did  your  Genius  foar  ?  To  the  daubing 
diabolical  Angels  for  Alehoufes,  Dogs  with 
Chains  for  Tanners  Yards,  Rounds  of  Be^f 
and  roafted  Pigs  for  Porridge  Ifland. 

Carm.  Hannibal  Scratch}  did  the  fame. 

Puff'.  From  that  contemptible  State  did  not 
I  raile  you  to  the  Cat  and  Fiddle  in  Petticoat- 
lane  ;  the  Goofe  and  Gridiron  in  Paul's  Church* 
yard;  the  firft  live  Things  you  ever  drew, 
Dog? 

Carm.  Pox  take  your  Memory.  Well,  but, 

Mr.  Puff. — you  are  fo 

B  Puff. 
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Puff.  Nor  did  I  quit  you  then  :  Who,  Sir 
rah,  recommended  you  to  Prim  Stiff,  the 
Mercer  upon  Liuigate-hill\  how  came  you  to 
draw  the  ^ueen  there  ? 

,    (Loud  Knocks  at  the  Door. 

Carm.  Mr.  Puff\  for  Heaven's  fake  !  dear 
Sir,  you  are  fo  warm,  we  mall  be  blown 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  Lady  Pen 

Carm.  Send  her  to  the Show  her  up 

Stairs.     Dear  Puff- 

Puff'.  Oh!  Sir,  I  can  be  calm^  I  only 
wanted  to  let  you  fee  I  had  not  forgot,  tho' 
perhaps  you  may. 

Carm.  Sir,  you  are  very  obliging.  Well, 
but  now  as  all  is  over,  if  you  will  retreat  a 

fmall  Time Lady  Pentweaze!  fits  for  her 

Picture,   and  fhe's 

Puff'.  I  have  fome  Bufmefs  at  next  Door; 
I  fuppofe  in  half  an  Hour's  Time 

Carm.  I  (hall  be  at  Leifure.     Dear  Puff- — 

Puff.  Dear  Carmine (Exit  Puff. 

Carm.  Son  of  a  Whore Boy,  mew  the 

Lady  up  Stairs* 

Enter  Lady  Pentweazel. 

Lady.  Fine  Pieces  !  — very  likely   Pieces 
and,  indeed,  all  alike.  Hum  !  Lady  Fuffock — 
and,  ha!  ha!    ha!    Lady  Gluniftead,  by  all 

that's 
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that's  ugly — Pray  now,  Air.  Carmine,  how  do 
you  Limners  contrive  to  overlook  the  Uglinefs, 
and  yet  prefer ve  the  Likenefs. 

Carm.  The  Art,  Madam,  may  be  convey M 
in  two  Words;  where  Nature  has  been  le- 
vere,  we  (often;  where  (he  has  been  kind, 
we  aggravate. 

Lady.  Very  tngenus,  and  very  kind,  truly. 
Well,  good  Sir,  I  bring  you  a  Subject  that 
will  demand  the  Whole  of  the  firft  Part  of 
your  Skill ;  and,  if  you  are  at  Leifure,  you 
may  begin  directly. 

Carm.  Your  Ladyfhip  is  here  a  little  un* 
grateful  to  Nature,  and  cruel  to  yourfelf ;  even 
Lady  Pentweazet's  Enemies  (if  fuch  there  be) 
muft  allow  me  is  a  fine  Woman. 

Lady.  Oh  !  your  Servant,  good  Sir.  Why 
I  have  had  my  Day,  Mr.  Carmine ;  I  have 
had  my  Day. 

Carm.  And  have  ftill,  Madam.  The  only 
Difference  I  mail  make  between  what  you 
were,  and  what  you  are,  will  be  no  more  than 
what  Rubens  has  diftinguimed  between  Mary 
de  Me  diets  i  a  Virgin  and  a  Regent 

Lady.  Mr.  Carmine,  I  vow  you  are  a  very 
judicious  Perfon.  I  was  always  faid  to  be 
like  that  Family.  When  my  Piece  was  firft 
done,  the  Limner  did  me  after  Venus  de  Me- 
diets,  which  I  luppofe  might  be  one  of  Mary* 
Sifters ;  but  Things  muft  change ;  to  be  tit- 
ting  for  my  Picture  at  this  Time  of  Day; 
B2  ha! 
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ha  !  ha ! — but  my  Daughter  Sukey,  you  muft 
know,  is  juft  married  to  Mr.  Deputy  Drip 
ping  of  Candlcwick-Ward,  and  would  not  be 
laid  nay  j  fo  it  is  not  To  much  for  the  Beauty, 
as  the  Similitude.  Ha!  ha! 

Carm.  True,  Madam  ;  ha  !  ha  !  but  if  I 
hit  the  Likenefs,  I  mud  preferve  the  Beauty, 
— Will  your  Ladyihip  be  feated  ?  (She  Jits. 

Lady.  I  have  heard,  good  Sir,  that  every 
Body  has  a  more  betterer  and  more  worferer 
Side  of  the  Face  than  the  other — now  which 
will  you  chufe  ? 

Carm.    The    Right    Side,     Madam the 

Left now,  if  you  pleafe,  the  Full Your 

Ladymip's  Countenance  is  fo  exactly  propor- 
tion'd,  that  I  mud  have  it  all ;  no  Feature 
can  be  fpar'd. 

Lady.  When  you  come  to  the  Eyes,  Mr. 
Carmine,  let  me  know,  that  I  may  call  up  a 
Look. 

Carm.  Mighty  well,  Madam Your  Face 

a  little  nearer  to  the  Left,  nearer  me your 

Head  more   up Shoulders    back and 

Cheft  forward. 

Lady.  Blefs  me,  Mr.  Carmine^  don't  mind 
my  Shape  this  Bout ;  for  I'm  only  in  Jumps. 
Shall  I  fend  for  my  Tabbys  ? 

Carm.  No,  Madam,  we'll  lupply  that  for 
the  prefent — Your  Ladyihip  was  juft  now 
mentioning  a  Daughter — Is  fhe — your  Face 
a  little  more  towards  me — Is  me  the  folc 

Inhe- 
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Inheritor   of  her  Mother's  Beauty  ?    Or 

have  you  — 

Lady.    That?  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! why  that's 

my  youngeft  of  all,  except  Caleb.  I  have 
had,  Mr.  Carmine,  live  born,  and  chriften'd 
— flay — don't  let  me  lye  now— -One— Two — > 

Three Four Five Then  I  lay  fallow 

but  the  Year  after  I  had  Twins they 

came  in  Mr.  Pentiveazel's  Sheriffalty ;  then 

Roger,  then  Robin,  then  Reuben in  (liort, 

I  have  had  Twenty  as  fine  Babes  as  ever  trod 
in  Shoe  of  Leather. 

Carm.  Upon  my  Word,  Madam,  your  La- 
dyfhip  is  an  admirable  Member  of  the  Com 
monwealth;  'tis  a  thoufand  Pities  that,  like 
the  Romans,  we  have  not  fome  Honours  to 
reward  fuch  diAinguiih'd  Merit. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Carmine,  if  Breeding 
imongft  Chrijlians  was  as  much  encouraged 
is  amongft  Dogs  and  Horfes,  we  need  not  be 
making  Laws  to  let  in  a  Parcel  of  outlandifh 
Locufts  to  eat  us  all  up. 

Carm.  I  am  told,  Madam,  that  a  Bill 
for  fome  fuch  Purpofe  is  about  to  pals,  and 
that  we  be:.;ir>  now  to  have  almoft  as  much 
Regard  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Species,  as 
the  Prefervation  of  the  Game  in  theic  King 
doms — Now,  Madam,  I  am  come  to  the 
Eyes-— Oh  !  that  Look,  that,  that,  I  muft 
defpair  of  imitating. 

B  3  Lady. 
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Lady.  Oh  !  oh  !  good  Sir,  have  you  found 
out  that  ?  Why  all  my  Family  by  the  Mo-. 
ther's  Side  were  famous  for  their  Eyes :  I 
have  a  Great  Aunt  among  the  Beauties  at 
Wind/or;  (he  has  a  Sifter  at  Hampton -Court, 

a  perdigious  fine  Woman (he  had  but  one 

Eye,  indeed,  but   that  was   a  Piercer ;  that 

one  Eye  got  her  three  Huibands we  were 

called  the  gimlet-ey'd  Family.  Oh !  Mr. 
Car  mine  >  you  need  not  mind  thefe  Heats  in 
my  Face ;  they  always  difcharge  themfelves 

about  Cbriflmas my  true  Carnation  is  not 

.teen  in  my  Countenance.  That's  Carnation  ! 
Here's  your  flefh  and  Blood  !  (flawing  her 
Arm. 

Carm.  Delicate,  indeed!  finely  turn'd,  and 
of  a  charming  Colour  ! 

Lady.  And  yet  it  has  been  employ 'd  enough 
to  fpoil  the  beft  Hand  and  Arm  in  the  World* 

• Even  before  Marriage  never  idlej  none 

pf  your  gaUopping,  goffipping,  Ranelagh. 
Romps,  like  the  forwardMinxes  of  the  prefent 
Age.  I  was  always  employed  either  in  painting 
your  Lamjkips,  playing  upon  the  Hafpicols* 

making  Pafte,  or  fomething  or  other All 

our  Family  had  a  Geno->  and  then  I  lung! 
Every  Body  faid  I  had  a  monftrous  fine  Voice 
for  Mufick. 

Carm.  That  may  be  difcern'd  by  your  La- 
's  Tones  in  Converfatipn. 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Tones you  are  right,  Mr.  Car 
mine  •>  that  was  ?vlr.  Pur  eel"  s  Word.  Mifs 
Molly  Grijkin,  fays  he  (my  Maiden  Name) 
you  have  Tones. 

Carm.  As  your  Ladymip  has  preferved 
every  Thing  elfe  fo  well,  I  dare  fvvear  you 
have  not  loft  your  Voice.  Will  you  favour 
me  with  an  Air  ? 

Lady.  Oh!   Sir,  you  are  fo  polite,  that  it's 

impoffible But  I  have  none  of  your  new 

Playhouie  Songs 1  can  give  you  one  that 

was  made  on  myfelf  by  Laurence  Lutejtring9 
a  Neighbour's  Son. 

Carm.  What  you  pleafe,  Madam. 

Lady. 

j4s  I  was  a  walking  by  the  Side  of  a  River, 

I  met  a  youngDamJelfo  charming  and  clever  > 

Her  Voice  to  pleaje  it  could  not 'fail ', 

She  fling  like  any  Nightingale. 

Fal  de  roll  hugh,  hugh,  &c. 
Blefs  me!  I  have  fuch  a  Cough;  but  there 
are  Tones. 

Carm.  Inimitable  ones. 

Lady.  But,  Mr.  Carmine,  you  Limners  are 
cH  mgenus  Men you  ling. 

Carm.  A  Ballad,  or  fo^"  Madam;  Mufick 
is  a  Sifter  Art;  and  it  would  be  a  little  un 
natural  not  to  cultivate  an  Acquaintance  there. 

Lady.  Why  truly  we  ought  not  to  be  a(ha- 
med  of  our  Relations,  unlefs  they  are  poor; 

and  then,  you  know = — 

B  4  Enter 
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Enter  Boy. 

Bey.  Alderman  Pentiveazel  and    Mr.  P'{ffl 

Lady.  Oh  !  he  was  to  call  upon  me ;  we 
go  to  the  Auction.  Deftre  him  to  walk  up — 
Mr.  Pentweazel,  you  muft  know,  went  this 
Morning  to  meet  Caleb>  my  youngeft  Boy, 
at  the  Bull  and  Gate.  The  Child  has  been 
two  Years  and  three  Quarters  at  School  with 
Dr.  Jerk,  near  Doncajier,  and  comes  To-day 
by  the  York  Waggon;  for  it  has  always  been 
my  Maxum,  Mr.  Carmine,  to  give  my  Chil 
dren  Learning  enough  ;  for,  as  the  old 
Saying  is, 

When  Houfe  and  Land  are  gone  andfpent, 

^hen  Learning  is  mofl  excellent. 

Carm.  Your  Ladyihip  is  quite  right.  Too 
much  Money  cannot  be  employed  in  fo  ma 
terial  an  Article. 

Lady.  Nay,  the  Coft  is  but  fmall ;  but 
poor  Ten  Pounds  a  Year  for  Head,  Back, 
Books,  Bed,  and  Belly;  and  they  fay  the 
Children  are  all  wonderful  Latiners,  and  come 
up,  lack-a-day,  they  come  up  as  fat  as  Pigs. 

i -Oh  !  here  they  are;  Odds  me!  he's  a 

Thumper.  You  fee,  Mr.  Carmine^  I  breed 
no  Starvelings,  Come  hither,  Child,  Mind 
your  Haviours.  Where's  your  beft  Bow? 
Turn  out  your  Toes.  One  would  think  he 
had  learnt  to  dance  of  his  Father.  I'm  fure 
my  Family  were  none  fo  aukward.  There 

was 
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was,  my  Brother  George,  a  perfect  Picture  of  a 
Man ;  he  danc'd,  Lud  !  But  come,  all  in  good 
Time Hold  up  thy  Head,  Cahb. 

Aid.  Pr'ythee,  Iweet  Honey,  let  the 
Child  alone.  His  Matter  fays  he  comes  on 
wonderful  in  his  Learning ;  and  as  to  your 
Bows  and  your  Congees,  never  fear,  he'll 
learn  them  faft  enough  at  Home. 

Lady.  Lack-a-day  !  well  faid — We  now — 
If  he  does,  I  know  who  muft  teach  him. 
Well,  Child,  and  doft  remember  me?  Hey? 
Who  am  I? 

Caleb.  Anon ! 

Lady.  Doft  know  me? 

Caleb.  Yes;  you  be  Mother. 

Lady.  Nay,  the  Boy  had  always  a  good 
Memory.  And  what  haft  learnt,  Caleb,  hey  \ 

Caleb.  I  be  got  into  JE/op's  Fables,  and 
can  lay  all  As  in  prtefenti  by  Heart. 

Lady.  Upon  my  Word — that's  more  than 
ever  thy  Father  could. 

Aid.  Nay,  nay,  no  Time  has  been  loft;  I 
queftton'd  the  Lad  as  we  came  along;  I  afk'd 
him  himfelf — - • 

Lady.  Well,  well,  fpeak  when  you  are 
fpoken  to,  Mr.  Alderman.  How  often  muft 

,  \: ^Well,  Caleb,    and  hadft  a  good  deal 

of  Company  in  the  Waggon,  Boy  ? 

Caleb.  O  Law!  Powers  of  Company.  Mo 
ther.  There  was  Lord  Gorman*  fat  Cook,  a 
Blackamore  Drumming  Man,  two  Actor 

People, 
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People,  a  Recruiting  Serjeant,  a  Monkey, 
and  I. 

Lady..  Upon  my  Word,  a  pretty  Parcel. 

Caleb.  Yes,  indeed;  but  the -the  fat 

Cook  got  drunk  at  Coventry,  and  fo  fell  out 
at  the  Tail  of  the  Waggon  ;  fo  we  left  fhe 
behind.  The  next  Day  the  Serjeant  ran  away 
with  the  Showman's  Wife  ;  the  t'other  two 
went  after;  fo  only  the  Monkey  and  I  came 
to  Town  together. 

Carm.  Upon  my  Word,  the  young  Gentle 
man  gives  a  good  Account  of  his  Travels. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Carmine,  he's  all  over 
the  Blood  of  the  Grijkins.  I  warrant  the 
Child  will  make  his  Way.  Go,  Caleb,  go 
and  look  at  them  pretty  Paintings — Now, 
Mr.  Carmine,  let  us  fee  if  my  good  Man  can 
find  me  out. 

Aid.  L^ck-a-day;  well,  I  profefs  they  are 
all  lo  handfcme,  that  I  am  puzzled  to  know 
which  is  thine,  Chuck. 

Puff.  I  am  furprized  at  your  Want  of  Dif- 
cernment,  Mr,  Alderman;  but  the  Pofleffioa 
of  a  Jewel  deftroys  its  Value  with  the 
Wearer;  now  to  me  it  feems  impoffible  to 
err;  and  tho'  Mr.  Carmine  is  generally  fuc- 
cefsful,  in  this  Inftance  he  is  particularly 
happy.  Where  can  you  meet  with  that  Mix 
ture  of  Fire  and  So'tnefs,  but  in  the  Eyes  of 
Lady  Pentiseazel? 

Lady.  Oh,  Sir! 

Puff. 
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Puff.  That  Clearnefs  and  Delicacy  of  Com 
plexion,  with  that  Flow  of  Kuddinefs  and 
Health. 

Lady.   Sir!  Sir!  Sir! 

Puff.  That  Fall  of  Shoulders,  Turn  of 
Neck,  fet  on  Head,  full  Cheft,  taper  Waif}, 
plump — : 

Lady.  Spare  me,  fweet  Sir  ! You  fee 

Mr.  Pent-weazel,  other  People  can  find  out  my 

Charms,  tho'  you  overlook  them Well,  I 

profefs,  Sir,  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  great 
Difcernment;  and  if  Buhnefs  fhould  bring  you 
into  the  City;  for  alas !  what  Pleafure  can 
bring  a  Man  of  your  refined  Tafte  there  ? 

Puff.  Oh!  Ma'am! 

Lady.  1  fay,  Sir,  if  fuch  an  Accident 
fhould  happen,  and  Blowbladder-Jlreet  has  any 
Charms 

Puff.  Oh!  Ma'am!  Ma'am!  Ma'am! 
Ma'am ! 

Lady.  It  is  not  impoffible  but  we  may  re 
ceive  you,  tho'  not  equal  to  your  Merits • 

Piiff.   Ma'am! 

Lady.  Yet  in  fuch  a  Manner  as  to  (hew  our 
Senfe  of  them.  Sir,  I'm  your  very  obedient, 

Pitff.  Your  Ladymip's  moft 

Lady.  Not  a  Step. 

Pi//'.  Ma'am. 

Lady.  Sir  •  . —  Mr.  Alderman,  your  Baw 
to  the  Gentleman.  The  very  fined. 

Puff.  Ma'am! 

Lady* 
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Lady.    Sir Your  moft  obedient. 

Puff.    Your  devoted.    (Ex.  Aid.  and  Wife. 

Carm.  Ha!  ha!  Well  laid.  Puff.  What  a 
Calamity  haft  thou  drawn  upon  the  Knight  I 
Thou  haft  To  tickled  the  Vanity  of  the  Har- 
radan,  that  the  poor  Helpmate  will  expe 
rience  a  double  Portion  of  her  Contempt. 

Puff.     Rot  them. 

Carm.  Come,  Puff,  a  matrimonial  AffiiV* 
ant  to  a  rich  Alderman  is  no  contemptible 
Employment.  • 

Puff'.    Ay,  if  it  were  a  Sine-cure. 

Carm.  No,  that  you  muft  not  expect  j  but 
unlefs  I  am  greatly  miftaken  in  the  Language 
of  the  Eyes,  her  Ladyship's  were  addrefs'd  to 
you  with  moft  perfuafive  Tendernefs. 

Puff.  Well,  of  that  hereafter But  to 

our  Buiinefs.  The  Auction  is  about  begin- 
ing;  and  I  have  promifed  to  meet  Mr.  David 
Jjujledorpe,  Sir  Pofifive  Bubble,  and  Lord 
Dupe,  to  examine  the  Pictures,  and  fix  on 

thole  for  which  they  are  to  bid But  lince 

we  have  fettled  the  German  Plan;  fo  Vafriifb 
or  Brujh  mud  attend  them. 

Carm.  Oh!  by  all  Means  purfue  that.  You 
have  no  Conception  how  dear  the  foreign 
Accent  is  to  your  true  Virtuofo;  it  announces 
Taile,  Knowledge,  Veracity,  and  in  mort, 
every  Thing — But  can  you  enough  difguife 
the  Turn  of  your  Face,  and  Tone  of  your 
Voice?  a  Difcovery  of  Mr.  Puff  Yd  Mynheer 
Gromngen  blafts  us  at  once.  Pltff» 
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Puff'*  Never  fear  me.  I  wifli  you  may 
have  equal  Succefs  in  the  Part  of  Canto. 

Carm.  Pho!  mine's  a  Trifle.  A  Man  muft 
have  very  (lender  Abilities  indeed,  who  can't 
for  ten  Minutes  imitate  a  Language  and  De 
portment  that  he  has  been  Witneis  to  for  ten 
Years. 

Puff.  But  you  mnft  get  their  Tones,  their 
Tones  ;  'tis  eafy  enough.  Come,  hand  up 
here  that  there  Corregio  ;  an  inimitable  Piece, 
Gentlemen  and  Ladies  ;  the  very  bed  Work 
of  the  beft  Mafter,  Subject  agreeable,  highly 
finimed,  and  well  preferved  ; — a  Seat  for  the 
Ladies; — hand  it  to  Sir  Pofitive;  a  going  for 
Fifty ;  fpeak,  or  it's  gone  for  Fifty :  Joy  to  your 
Ladyfhip  .  Come  the  next;  but  remember, 
let  your  Bob  be  bufliy,  and  your  Bow  low. 

Carm.   Enough,  enough;  we  are  Strangers 
to  each  other,  you  know. 

Puff.    Abfolute.    Oh  !    but  what  Pictures 
of  yours  are  in  the  Sale  ? 

Carm.    There's  my  Holy  Family  by  Ra 
phael;  the  Marriage  in  Cana  by  Reuben  Rouge ; 
fomjackfons  Tenier \r;  and  for  Bufts,  Taylors 
Head  without  a  Nofe  from  Hfrcidaneum. 
Puff.     Are  the  antique  Seals  come  Home  ? 
Carm.     No;  but  they  will  be  finim'd  by 
next  Week. 

Puff.  You  muft  take  care  of  Novices  Col- 
ledlion  of  Medals — he'll  want  them  by  the 
End  of  the  Month. 

Carm. 
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Carm.  The  Coins  of  the  firft  Emperors  are 
now  fleeping  in  Copperas;  and  I  have  an 
Otboy  a  Galbdy  Nero,  and  two  Domitians 
reaking  from  the  Dunghill-— The  Reft  we 
can  have  from  Doctor  Mummy  >  a  never  fail 
ing  Chap,  you  know. 

Puff.  Adieu. 

Carm.  Yours,  Sir a  troublefome  Fel 
low,  this — confounded  Memory uieful, 

tho' Rounds  of  Beef  and  roaftedPSgs! — 

muft  get  rid  of  him Ay,  but  when? 

Why  vvhen?---when  I  have  gain'd  my  Point. 

But  how,  how  then? Oh,  then  it  does 

not  iignify  Two  Pence. 


End  of  the  F I  R  S  T  A  C  T. 
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ACT       II. 

Enter  Puff,  as  Monfieur  Baron  de  Groningcn 
Carmine  as  Canto,    and  Brufh. 

CANTO.  f^OME,   buttle,    buttle.     Brufi, 
V^  you  introduce  Puff.  Puff*,  how 
are  you  in  your  German  ? 

Puff.  I  canno  fpeak  for  England f,  but  I  can 
mak  underftand  very  mightily.  Will  that  do  ? 

Erujh.  To  a  Hair.  Remember  you  are 
come  hither  to  purchafe  Pictures  for  the  Eledtor 
of  Bavaria.  Carmime,  you  mutt  clap  Lord 
Dupe's  Coat  of  Arms  on  that  Half  Length  of 
Erafmus ;  ,1  have  fold  it  him,  as  his  Great 
Grandfather's  third  Brother,  for  fifty  Guineas. 

Canto.  It  fhall  be  done-— Be  it  my  Province 
to  eftablifti  the  Baron's  Reputation  as  a 
Connoifleur.--  Brufo  has  feen  you  Abroad  at 
the  Court  of  the  reigning  Prince  of  Elantln. 

Puff.  Yes ;  I  was  do  Bufinefs  mightily  for 
Prince  Elantln. 

Erujh.  Your  Portraits  go  firft,  Carmine, 
Novice,  Sir  P 0/2 five  Bubble,  Jack  Squander, 
Lord  Dupe,  and  Mordecai  Lazarus,  the  J3w 
Broker,  have  appointed  me  to  examine  with 
them  the  Hiftory  Pieces.  — Which  are  mcfl 
likely  to  ftick  ? 

Canto* 
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Canto.  Here's  a  Lift. 

Bru/b.  Hum,  hide  the  Erafmus,  I  hear  the 
Company  on  the  Stairs, 

(Exit  Carmine,  and-r-eenters  anon. 

Enter  Lord  Dupe,    Bubble,    Squander,   &c. 

Lord.  Mr.  Brujh.  1  am  your  devoted  Ser 
vant.  You  have  procured  my  Anceftor. 

Erufh.  It  is  in  my  PofTefTion,  my  Lord  ; 
arid  I  have  the  Honour  to  aflure  your  Lord- 
fhip,  that  the  Family  Features  are  very  dif- 
cernible;  and  allowing  for  the  Difference  of 
Drefs,  there's  a  ftrong  Likenefs  between  you 
and  your  PredecefTor. 

Lord.  Sir,  you  have  oblig'd  me.  All  thefe 
vou  have  mark'd  in  the  Catalogue  are  Originals? 

Brujh.  Undoubted.  But  my  Lord,  you  need 
not  depend  folely  on  my  Judgment ;  here's 
Mynheer  Baron  de  Groninge?i,  who  is  come 
hither  to  furvey,  and  purchale  for  the  Elector 
of  Bavaria-,  an  indiiputable  ConnoifTeur;  his 
Bidding  will  be  a  Direction  for  your  Lordmip. 
*Tis  a  thoufand  Pities  that  any  of  thefe  M af 
ters  mould  quit  England.  They  were  con- 
dufted  hither  at  an  immenfe  Expence  ;  and  if 
they  now  leave  us,  what  will  it  be  but  a  pub 
lic  Declaration,  that  all  Tafte  and  liberal 
Knowledge  is  vanifh'd  from  amongft  us  ? 

Lord.  Sir — leave  the  Support  ot  the  natio 
nal  Credit  to  my  Care.  Could  you  introduce 
me  to  Mynheer?-— Does  he  fpeak  Engli/b? 

Brujh. 
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ferujh.  Not  fluen'.ly,  but  fo  as  to  be  under- 
ftood.  Mynheer,  Lord  Dupe — the  Patron  of 
Arts,  the  Petronius  for  Talte,  and  for  well- 
timed  Generofity,  the  Leo and  \htMecccnas 

' of  the  prefent  Age,  defires  to  know  you. 

Puff.  Sir,  you  honour  me  very  mightily.  I 
was  here  of  Lord  Dupes  in  Holland*.  I  was 
tell  he  was  one  Delatant,  one  Curieufe,  one 
Precieufe  of  his  Country. 

Lord.  The  Dutch  are  an  obliging,  civilized* 
well-bred,  pretty  Kind  of  People.  But,  pray 
Sir,  what  occaiions  us  the  Honour  of  a  Vifit 
from  you  ? 

Puff.  I  was  come  to  bid  for  Paints  for  de 
Elector  of  Bavaria. 

Lord.  Are  there  any  here  that  deferve.  your 
Attention  ? 

Puff.  O  !  dare  are  good  Pieces ;  but  dare  is 
one  I  likes  mightily;  the  off  Sky,  and  home 
Track  is  fine,  and  the  Maifter  is  in  it. 

Lord.  What  is  the  Subject  ? 

Puff.  Dat  I  know  not;  vat  I  minds,  vat 
you  call  the  Draws  and  the  Colors. 

Lord.   Mr.  Canto,  what  is  the  Subject  ? 

Canto.  It  is,  my  Lord  St.  dntbony  of  Padua 
cxoi  citing  the  Devil  out  of  a  Ram-Cat;  it  has 
a  Companion  ibmewhere--Oh  !  here,  which 
is  the  lame  Saint  in  a  Wildernefs,  reading  his 
Breviary  by  the  Light  of  a  Glow-worm. 

Erujh.  Invaluable  Pictures,  both  !  and  will 

match  your  Lordfhip's  Corregio  in  the  Saloon. 

C  Lord. 
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Lord.  I'll  have  them.  What  Pictures  arc 
thole,  Mr.  Canto? 

Canto.  They  are  not  in  the  Sale ;  but  I 
fancy  I  could  procure  them  for  your  Lordihip. 

Lord.  This,  I  prefume,  might  have  been  a 
Landlkip;  but  the  Water,  and  the  Men,  and 
the  Trees,  and  the  Dogs,  and  the  Ducks,  and 
the  Pigs,  they  are  all  obliterated,  all  gone. 

Brufh.  An  indifputable  Mark  of  its  Anti 
quity;  its  very  Merit;  beiides  a  little  Var- 
nifh  will  fetch  the  Figures  again. 

Lord.  Set  it  down  for  me — The  next. 

Canto.  That  is  a  Mofes  in  the  Bulrumes. 
The  blended  Joy  and  Grief  in  the  Figure  of  the 
Sifter  in  the  Corner,  the  Diftrefs  and  Anxiety 
of  the  Mother  here,  and  the  Beauty  and  Be 
nevolence  of  Pharaoh's  Daughter,  are  Circum- 
ftances  happily  imagined,  and  boldly  exprefs'd. 

Bruft.  Lack-a-day,  'tis  but  a  modern  Per 
formance  ;  the  Mafler  is  alive,  and  an  Eng- 
lijhman-- 

Lord.  Oh  !  then  I  would  not  give  it  Houfe- 
room. 

Puff.  Here  is  a  pretty  Piece  I  find  flick  up 
here  in  de  Corner :  I  was  fee  in  Hollandt^  at 
Loot  a  Piece  mighty  like;  there  was  little 
Mices,  that  was  nibble,  nibble,  nibble,  upon 
vat  you  call  Frumage,  and  little  Shurels  all 
with  bruth  Tails  ran  up  the  Trees ;  and  there 
was  great  Things,  vat  you  call— Pfhaw,  that 
have  Icng  Hearts,  and  cry  Ba. 

Brnfi. 
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&rufi.  What,  Goats? 

Puff.  Ay,  dat  was  de  Name. 

Lord.  I  ihould  think,  by  the  Cheefe  and 
the  Goats,  Mynheer,  yours  was  a  Wdcb  Piece, 
in  (lead  of  a  Dutch. 

Puff\  Ah,  'twas  good  Piece.  I  wim  to  my 
Heart  Lord  Dupes  was  have  that  Piece. 

Enter  Novice. 

Novice.  Where's  Mr.  £rujb?  My  deaf 
Brufo,  am  I  too  late  ? 

arufb.  In  pretty  good  Time. 

Nov.  May  1  lofe  my  Otho9  or  be  tumbled 
from  my  Phaeton  the  firft  Time  I  jehup  my 
Sorrels,  if  I  have  not  made  more  Hafte  than 
a  young  Surgeon  to  his  firft  Labour.  But  the 
Lots,  the  Lots,  my  dear  Bruflj,  what  are 
they  ?  I'm  upon  the  Rack  of  Impatience  till 
I  fee  them,  and  in  a  Fever  of  Defire  till  I 
pofTefs  them. 

Brujh.  Mr.  Canto,  the  Gentleman  would 
be  glad  to  fee  the  Bufts,  Medals,  and  precious 
Reliques  of  Greece  and  ancient  Rome. 

Canto.  Perhaps,  Sir,  we  may  mow  him 
fomething  of  greater  Antiquity — Bring  them 
forward— The  firll  Lot  confifts  of  a  Hand 
without  an  Arm,  the  firft  Joint  of  the  Fore- 
Finger  gone,  fuppofed  to  be  a  Limb  of  ths 
Apollo  Delpbos—lhQ  fecond,  Half  a  Foot, 
with  the  Toes  entire,  of  the  Juno  Lucina — • 
The  third,  the  Caduteusof  the  Mercurius  In- 
C  i  fernali 
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fernalts~T\\z  fourth,  the  Half  of  the  Leg  of 
the  Infant  Hercules- -z\\  indifputable  Antiques, 
and  of  the  Memphlan  Marble. 

Pif.  Let  me  fee  Juno's  Half  Foot.  All  the 
Toes  entire  ? 

Canto.  All. 

Puff.  Here  is  a  little  Swelt  by  this  Toe, 
that  looks  bad  Proportion. 

AIL  Hey,  hey. 

Puff.  What's  dat  ? 

Canto.  That !  Pfhaw  !  that !  Why  that's 
only  a  Corn. 

AIL  Oh  ! 

Puff.  Corn  !  dat  was  extreme  natural ;  dat 
is  fine;  the  Maifter  is  in  it. 

AIL  Very  fine  !   Invaluable ! 

Puff.  Where  is  de  Hercules  Calf?  Upon 
my  Word  'tis  a  very  large  Calf;  big,  big,  big, 
all  de  Way  up,  all  de  Way  down. 

Lord.  I  believe  this  Hercules  was  an  Irijh 
Man. 

Nov.  But  where  are  your  Bufts  ?  Here, 
here,  Gentlemen  ;  here's  a  Curiofity;  a  Me 
dal  of  Qriuna  -,  got  for  me  by  Doctor  Mummy, 
the  only  one  in  the  vifible  World ;  there  may 
befome  under  Ground, 

Lord.  Fine,  indeed  !  Will  you  permit  me 
to  tafte  it  ?  It  has  the  Relim.  (All  tafte. 

Nov.  The  Relim !  'Zooks  it  coft  me  a 
hundred  Guineas. 

Puff.  By  gar,  it  is  a  dear  Bit  tho'. 

Nov. 
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Nov.  So  you  may  think;  but  three  Times 
the  Money  fhould  not  purchafe  it. 

Lord.  Pray,  Sir,  whofe  Buft  is  it  that  dig 
nifies  this  Coin? 

Nov.  The  Emprefs  Qriuna,  my  Lord. 

Lord.  And  who,  Sir,  might  (he  he?  I  don't 
recollect  to  have  heard  of  the  Lady  before. 

Nov.  She,  my  Lord?  Oh!  me  was  a  Kind 
of  a  What-d'ye-caU'em—a  Sort  of  a  Queen, 
or  Wife,  or  fomething  or  other  to  fomebody, 
that  liv'd  a  damn'd  while  ago--- Mummy  told 
me  the  whole  Story  ;  but  before  Gad  I've  for 
got  it.  But  come,  the  Bafts. 

Canto.  Bring  forward  the  Head  from  Her- 
eulaneum.  Now,  Gentlemen,  here  is  a  Jewel. 

All.     Ay,  ay,  let's  fee. 

Canto.     'Tis  not  entire,  tho'. 

Nov.     So  much  the  better. 

Canto.  Right,  Sir  —  the  very  Mutilations 
of  this  Piece  are  worth  all  the  moft  perfect 
Performances  of  modern  Artifts — Now,  Gen 
tlemen,  here's  a  Touchftone  for  your  Tafte  ! 

All.     Great !  great,  indeed  ! 

Nov.  Great!  Amazing!  Divine!  Oh,  let 
me  embrace  the  dear  difmember'd  Buft !  a 
little  farther  off.  I'm  ravim'd!  I'm  tranfported  ! 
What  an  Attitude!  But  then  the  Locks! 
How  I  adore  the  Simplicity  of  the  Antients ! 
How  unlike  the  prefent,  priggim,  prick  ear'd 
Puppets !  How  gracefully  they  fall  all  adown 
the  Cheek  !  fo  decent,  and  ib  grave,  and — 

C  3  Who 
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Who  the  Devil  do  you  think  it  is,   Brufo  ?  J$ 
it  a  Man  or  a  Woman  ? 

Canto.  The  Connoifleurs  differ.  Some  will 
have  it  to  be  the  Jupiter  Dorians  of  Phidias, 
and  others  the  Venus  of  Papbos  from  Praxi 
teles;    but  I  don't  think  it  fierce  enough   for 
the  firft,    nor  handfome  enough  for  the  lafl. 
Nov.     Yes,  handfome  enough. 
All.    Very  handfome ;   handfome  enough. 
Canto.    Not  quite— therefore  I  am  inclined 
to  join  with  Signer  Julio  de  P  aw pe  ditto,  who, 
in  aTreatife  dedicated  to  the  King  of  the  Two. 
Sicilies,  calls  it  the  Serapis  of  the  ^Egyptians, 
and  fuppofes  it  to  have  been  fabricated  about 
Eleven  hundred  and  three  Years  before  the 
Mofaic  Account  of  the  Creation. 

Nov.    Prodigious  1  and  I  dare  fwear,  true. 
AIL     Oh  !  true,  very  true. 
Puff.      Upon  my  Honour,    'tis  a  very  fine 
Buft  ;    but  where  is  de  Nofe  ? 

Nov.  The  Nofe;  what  care  I  for  the  Nofe? 
Where  is  de  Nofe  ?  Why,  Sir,  if  it  had  a 
Nofe,  I  would  not  give  Sixpence  for  it--Ho\v 
the  Devil  mould  we  diftinguUh  the  Works  of 

the  Antients,   if  they  were  perfecl  ? The 

Nofe,  indeed  !  Why  I  don't  fuppofe,  now, 
but,  barring  the  Nofe,  Roubiliac  could  cut  as 

good  a  Head  every  Whit Brufo,   who  s 

this  Man  with  his  Nofe-?  The  Fellow,  mould 
know  fomething  of  fomething  too,  for  he 
Jfpeaks  broken  Englifli. 

Brvjh 
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Erujb.  It  is  Mynheer  Groningen,  a  great 
Connoiffeur  in  Painting. 

Nov.  That  may  be;  but  as  to  Sculpture,  I 
am  his  very  humble  Servant.  A  Man  muft 
know  damn'd  little  of  Statuary,  that  diflikes 
a  Buft  for  want  of  a  Nole. 

Canto.  Right,  Sir  —  The  Nofe  itfelf  with^ 
out  the  Head,  nay,  in  another's  Pofleffion, 
would  be  an  Eftate  -  But  here  arc  behind, 
Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  an  Equeftrian  Statue 
of  Marcus  Aurelius  without  the  Horfe;  and  a 
complete  Statue  of  the  Emperor  Trajan*  with 
only  the  Head  and  Legs  miffing;  both  from 
Hercidaneitm.  —  -  This  Way,  Gentlemen 
and  Ladies. 


,  Alderman, 

Lady.  Now,  Mr.  PentiveaXel,  let  .us  have 
none  of  your  Blawbladder  Breeding.  Remem 
ber  you  are  at  the  Court  End  of  the  Town. 
This  is  a  Quality  Auction  — 

Aid.  Where  of  courfe  nothing  is  fold  that 
is  uieful.  -  1  am  tutor'd,  fweet  Honey. 

Lady.  Caleb,  keep  behind,  and  don't  be 
meddling.  Sir  -  (To  Brum. 

*BruJh.  Your  Pleafure,  Ma'am. 

Lady.  I  mould  be  glad  you  would  inform 
me  if  there  are  any  Lots  of  very  fine  old  China. 
I  find  the  Quality  are  grown  infinitely  fond  of 
it;  and  I  am  willing  to  (how  the  World,  that 
we  in  the  City  have  Tafte. 

C   4  Brifo. 
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£rufo.  'Tis  a  laudable  Refolution,  Ma'am, 

and,  I  dare  fay,  Mr.  Canto   can  fupport • 

Blefs  me,  what's  that? 

(Caleb  throws  down  a  China  Dijh. 

Lady.  That  Boy,  Ifuppofe!  Well,   if  the 

mifchievous   Brat  has  not  broke  a — and  look 

how    he   Hands Sirrah,    Sirrah,   did  I  not 

bid  you  not    meddle? -Leave    fucking 

your  Thumbs.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  learnt 
that  Trick  of  your  Friend  the  Monkey  in  the 
Waggon? 

Caleb.  Indeed  I  did  not  go  to  do  it,  Mother. 
Md.    Pr'ythee,  fweet  Honey,  don't  be  fo 
paffionate.     What's    done  can't    be  undone. 
The  Lofs  is  not  great;  come,  come. 

Erujh.  Mr.  Alderman  is  in  the  Right.  The 

Affair  is  a  Trifle;  but  a  Twenty  Guinea  Job. 

Lady.  Twenty  Guineas!   You  mould  have 

twenty  of  my  Teeth  as •. — 

Canto.  You  mean  if  you  had  them— Your 
Ladyfhip  does  not  know  the  Value  of  that 
Piece  of  China.  It  is  the  right  old  Japan  of  the 
Peagreen  Kind.  Lady  Mandarin  offer'd  me, 
jf  I  could  match  it,  Fourfcore  Guineas  for  the 
Pair. 

Lady.  A  fine  Piece,  indeed  ! 
Puff'.  'Tis  ver  fine! 

Caleb.  Indeed,  Father,  I  did  not  break  it, 
'Twas  crack'd  in  the  Middle,  and  fo  fell  3 
two  in  my  Hand. 

J->ady.  What,  was  it  crack'd  ? 
Caleb.  Yes  indeed,  Mother. 
Lady.  There,  Gentlemen ! 
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Lord.  Ma'am,  I  would  willingly  fet  you 
right  in  this  Affair;  you  don't  feem  ac 
quainted  with  thefe  Kinds  of  Things;  there 
fore  I  have  the  Honour  to  tell  you,  that  the 
Crack  in  the  Middle  is  a  Mark  of  it's  An 
tiquity,  and  enhances  it's  Value;  and  thefe 
Gentlemen  are,  I  dare  fay,  of  the  fame  O- 
pinion.  • 

All.     Oh,  intirely. 

Lady.  You  are  all  of  a  Gang,  I  think.  A 
broken  Piece  of  China  better  than  a  whole 
one  ! 

Lord.  Ma'am,  I  never  difpute  with  a  Lady  ; 
but  this  Gentleman  has  Tafte;  he  is  a  Fo 
reigner,  and  fo  can't  be  thought  prejudiced; 
refer  it  to  him;  the  Day  grows  late,  and  I 
want  the  Auction  to  begin. 

Aid.  Sweet  Honey,  leave  it  to  the  Gentle 
man. 

Lady.  Well,  Sir. 

Puff.  Ma'am,  I  love  to  ferve  de  Lady.  'Tis 
a  ver  fine  Piece  of  China.  I  was  fee  fuch  ano 
ther  Piece  fell  at  Amfterdam  for  a  hundred 
Ducats.  'Tis  ver  well  worth  twenty  Gui 
nea. 

Caleb.  Mother! — Father!  Never  ftir  if 
that  Gentleman  ben't  the  fame  that  we  fee'd 
at  the  Painting  Man's,  that  was  fo  zivil  to 
Mother,  only  he  has  got  a  black  Wig  on, 
and  fpeaks  Outlandiih.  I'll  be  fur  enough  if  it 
eivt  a  May-game, 

Lady. 
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Lady.  Hey !  Let  me  die  but  the  Boy's  in  the 
Right.  My  Dear,  as  I'm  alive,  Mr.  Puff,  that 
vre  law  at  the  Limner's.  I  told  you  he  was  a 
more  cleverer  Man  than  I  ever  faw.  Caleb  is 
right;  fome  Matter  of  Merriment,  I  warrant. 

Puf.  I  wilh  it  \vac.  (  AjUsJ]  I  no  understand. 

Cato.  So,  Matter  Puff\  you  are  caught. 

('AKdt. 

Lord.  This  is  a  mod  unfortunate  old  Lady. 
—Ma'am,  you  are  here  under  another  Mil- 
take.  This  is  Mynheer  Baron  de 

Lady.  Mynheer  Figs-end.  Can't  I  believe 
my  own  Eyes  ?  What,  do  you  think,  be- 
caufe  we  live  in  the  City,  we  can't  fee? 

Nov.  Fire  me,  my  Lord,  there  may  be 
more  in  this  than  we  can  guefs.  It's  worth 
examining  into.  Come,  Sir,  if  you  are 
ivlvnheer,  who  the  Devil  knows  you? 

Pvjf.    I  was  know  Maifter  Canto  mightily. 

AVy.  Mr.  Canto,  do  you  know  this  Baron  ? 

Canto.  I  fee  the  Dog  will  be  detected,  and 
row  is  my  Time  to  be  even  with  him  for  his 
Hounds  of  Beef  and  remitting  Pigs.  (d/ide.}l 
can't  fay  I  ever  faw  the  Gentleman  before. 

AW.  Oh,  oh! 

Lord.  The  Fellow  is  an  Impoftor;  a  pal 
pable  Cheat.  Sir,  I  think  you  came  from  the 
Rhine-,  pray,  how  ihould  you  like  walking 
into  the  Thames? 

N-v.  Or  what  think  you,  my  Lord?  The 
Rafc.il  coinpUin'd  but  now  that  the  Bull 

wanted 
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wanted  a  Nofe;  fuppofe  we  were  to  fupply 
the  Deficiency  with  his  ? 

Lord.  But  Juftice,  Mr.  Novice. 

Canto.  Great  Raical,  indeed,  Gentlemen. 
If  Rogues  of  this  Stamp  get  once  a  Footing  \\\ 
thefe  Aflemblies,  adieu  to  all  moral  Honefty. 
I  think  an  Example  ihould  be  made  of  him. 
But,  were  I  to  advife,  he  is  a  properer  Sub 
ject  for  the  Rabble  to  handle  than  the  preient 
Company. 

All.  Away  with  him 

Pvff.  Hands  off.  If  I  muft  fufFer,  it  ftiall 
riot  be  fingly,  Here  is  the  obfequious  Mr. 
Erujlj  and  the  very  courtly  Mr.  Canto,  fhall 
be  the  Partners  of  my  Did  rets.  Know  then, 
\ve  all  are  Rogues,  if  the  taking  Advantage 
of  the  Abfurdities  and  Follies  of  Mankind  can 
be  call'd  Roguery.  I  own  I  have  been  a 
Cheat,  and  1  glory  in  it.  But  what  Point 
will  you  Virtuoli,  you  ConnoifTeurs,  gain  by 
the  Detection  ?  Will  not  the  publilhing  of 
our  Crimes  trumpet  forth  your  Folly  ? 

Lord.  Matchlefs  Impudence ! 

Puf.  My  noble  Lord  here  the  Delatanti, 
the  CurieUt  the  Precieit  of  this  Nation,  what 
infinite  Glory  will  he  acquire  from  this  Story, 
that  the  Leo,  the  fiffWias,  the  Pefronius, 
notwithftanding  his  exquiliie  Tafte,  has  been 
{Irawn  in  to  purchafc,  at  an  immenfe  Expence, 
a  Cart-load  of—Rubbim! 

Lord ^ 
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Lord.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  —  I  have  the 
Honour  to  take  my  Leave. 

Puff.  Your  Lordmip's  moft  obedient 
—  When  fhall  I  fend  you  your  Corregio,  your 
St.  Anthony  of  Padua,  your  Ram  Cat,  my 
good  Lord  ? 

Lord.  Rafcal!  (Exit. 

Nov.  This  won't  do,  Sir.  —  Tho'  my 
Lord  has  not  Spirit  enough,  damn  me  if  I  quit 
you. 

Puff-  What,  my  fprightly  Squire!  Pray 
favour  me  with  a  Sight  of  your  Orinna.  ----  I 
lias  the  Relifh;  an  indifputable  Antique;  be 
ing  a  Briftol  Path  ing,  coin'd  by  a  Soap-boiler 
to  pay  his  Journeymen  in  the  Scarcity  of  Cafh, 
and  purchaled  for  Two  Pence  of  a  travelling 
Tinker  by,  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  '//- 
moiby  Pifff.  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Nov.    My  Oriuna  a  Brifiol  Farthing  1 

Puf.  Moft  affuredly. 

Nov.  I'll  be  revenged.  (Going. 

Puf.  Stay,  fh)r,  ar.d  take  your  Bull,  my 
fweet  Squire;  your  Serapis.  Two  Heads,  they 
Jay,  are  better  than  one;  lay  them  together. 
But  the  Locks!  how  gracefully  they  fall  all 
adown!  fo  decent,  and  fo  —  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Nov.  Confound  you! 

Puffl  Why,  Sir,  ifit  hadaNofe,  Iwouldnot 
give  Sixpence  for  it—  Pray,  how  many  Years 
before  the  Creation  was  it  fabricated,  Squire  ? 

Nov.  I  fhall  live  to  fee  you  hang'd,  you 
Dog. 
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Puff.  Nay,  but,   Squire;  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Now,  Madam,  to  your  Ladymip  I  come;  to 
\vhofe  Difcernment,  aided  by  the  Sagacity  of 
your  Son  Caleb,  I  owe  my  Difcovery. 

Aid.  Look  you,  don't  think  to  abufe  my 
Lady.  I  am  one  of  the 

Puff.  Quorum— 1  know  it,  Mr.  Alderman ; 
but  I  mean  to  ferve  your  Wodhip  by  hum 
bling  a  little  the  Vanity  of  your  Wife. 

Lady.  Come  along,  Chuck.  I'll  not  flay 
to  hear  the  Rafcality  of  the  Fellow. 

Puff.  Oh,  my  Lady  fentweaze/,  corred: 
the  Severity  of  that  Frown,  left  you  (houid 
have  more  of  the  Medufa  than  the  Mcdich  in 
your  Face. 

Lady.   Saucy  Jackanapes ! 

Puff.  What,  then,  I  have  quite  loft  my  City 
Acquaintance;  why,  I've  promifed  all  my 
Friends  Tickets  for  my  Lord  Mayor's  Bali, 
through  your  Lady  (hip's  Intereft. 

Lady.  My  Intereft,  indeed,  for  fuch  a 

Puff.  If  Bloiubladder-ftreet  has  any  Charms 
— Sir — Ma'am — Not  a  Step— The  fineft 
Gentleman!  ha,  ha,  ha! — And  what  can 
you  fay  for  yourfelf,  you  cowardly  ill-looking 
Ralcal  ?  (to  Canto.)  Delert  your  Friend  at 
the  firft  Pinch your  Ally your  Part 
ner — No  Apology,  Sir— I  have  done  with 
you.  From  Poverty  and  Shame  I  took  you  ; 
to  that  I  reftore  you.  Your  Crime  be  yoar 
Punimment.  {{Turning  to  the  Audience?) 

Could 
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Could  I  be  as  fecure  from  the  Cenfure  of  this 
Afi'emblv  as  1  am  fafe  from  the  Refentment 
of  Dupe,  tfovjcff  Squander;  from  the  alluring 
Baits  of  mv  amorous  City  Lady;  and  the 

j  •>  •/ 

dangerous  Combination  of  my  falie  Friend, 
1  fhould  be  happy. 

9  T  is  from  your  Sentence  I  expeft  my  Fate ; 
Tour  Voice  alone  my  Triumph  can  complete* 
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MY  Bookfeller  informs  me,  that  the  Bulk 
of  his  Readers,  regarding  in  a  Work  of 
this  Kind  the  Quantity  more  than  the  Quality, 
will  not  be  contented  without  an  additional 
Half-Sheet  ;  and  he  apprehends  that  a  fliort 
Dedication  will  anfwer  the  Purpofe. 

But  as  I  have  no  Obligations  to  any  great 
Man  or  Woman  in  this  Country,  and  as  1  will 
take  care  that  no  Production  of  mine  fnall 
want  their  Patronage,  I  don't  know  anyPerfon 
whofe  good  Offices  I  fo  much  flood  in  need 
of  as  my  Bookfeller's :  Therefore,  Mr. 
VAILLANT,  I  think  myfelf  obliged  to  you 
for  the  Correctnefs  of  the  Prefs,  the  Beauty  of 
the  Type,  and  the  Goodnefs  of  the  Paper, 
with  which  you  have  decorated  this  Work 
of 
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PRO,LOGUE, 

Between  Mr.  MACKLIN  and  his  WIFE. 


SHE.  'Tp^O    contraa":£f    me  !—  Blockhead  !      Ideot  ! 

Fod!     Soif 

HE.  But  amidol  theft  lard  Names,    our  Dlfpute  ts 
ftrgot. 

To  contradjft  you  I  know  is  Hi«h-Treafon  ; 
For  tie  Will  of  a  Wife  is  always  her  Reafon. 

SHE.  No,  Sir,  far  once,  I'll  give  up  my  Pretenfion, 
And  fubmit  to  the  Pit  our  Caufe  of  DiJ/ention. 

HE.  I  agree  ;  for  the  Pit  is  our  natural  Lord. 
LADIES,         —-  —  —  —  — 

SHE.  —  Hey  !  How  come  you  to  claim  the  firjl  Word? 
GENTLEMEN,  my  Hufbund  and  I  have  had  a  Difputet 
Where  the  Difference  lies  'twixt  a  Man  and  a  Brute  ; 
Which  we  beg,  ivhiljl  the  Folks  for  the  Farce  are  pre 

paring, 

You  would  pleafe  to  decide,  and  give  us  the  Hearing. 
—  Hem  I     Hem  !  — 

After  ?lutarch  of  Rome  !  and  Virgil  of  Greece  ! 
And  Iliads,  and  Eniends,  and  Authors  like  thefe  j 
/  boldly  affirm,  deny  it  who  can, 
That  in  Laughter  confi/tt  the  true  EJJcnce  of  Man  : 
Wbi'Jl  my  Hujband— 

HE.    ---  Afoy,  Prav  fa  me  flat  e  my  own  Cafe, 
And  Til  m&ke  it  as  cLar  as  the  Nofe  in  your  Face, 
That  H'JJing  in  Man  prefrves  the  fir  ft  Place. 
Ta  begin  then  with  Critics  :  —  'Tis  their  capital  Blifs, 
Than  to  laugh  —  'don't  you  find  it  more  plea/ing  to  hifi  ? 
In  this  ail  agree  \  —  JCA-S  !   Infidels  !   Turks  ! 

SHE.    I  grant   it,  jaieet  Sir,  --  ij  you  mean  at  your 

Works. 

Tet  even  ^gainjl  that  I've  a  totent  Ol-jiflisn  j 
Fo)  evay  Rule  jiiU  has  its  Exceytisn  : 
Tho'  tLy  h.fsd  ut  your  Farces,  your  Pafquin,  and  Stuff", 
At  your  "'tragedy  jut'*  they  laugh'  d  hearty  enough. 
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And  agaln^  Mr.  Wifeman,  regard  tbs  World  round, 
"Tis  in  Mankind  alone  that  Laughter  is  found  ; 
Whiljl  your  favourite  Hijjing,  fage  .S/'r,  if  you  pleafe, 
You  enjoy  but  in  common  with  Scrp"-~.f:  end  Gecfe. 

SHE.   rfnd arn't  you  ajhamed—('tis  no  Time  to  dijjem- 

ble,) 
O  Critics  /    ihffe  Creatures  in  this  to  refemlle  ? 

HE.    Not  a  Jot  ;  in  this  Place  'tis  of  fingular  Ufet' 
Of  bad  Poets  and  Players  to  reform  the  Abufe. 
In  the  Prattice^  kind  Sirs  !   were  I  Jit  ty  advife^  "J 
The  Hijjing  like  Geefe  I  would  haw  you  drfytfe,     > 

jfnd  copy  the  Serpent, be  fubtle  and  wife,          j 

But  free  from  his  Venom, Well^  Sirs  /    ^uhat  d'yi 

fay? 
Is  your  'Judgment 

SHE. Let  us  %uait  'till  the  End  of  tht 

Play: 

In  the  Progrefs  of  that  we  flail  eafily  foul, 
Whether  Laughing  or  HiJJing  is  nwji  to  their  Mind. 

HE.     I'm  fure  they  will  hifs. 

SHE.    And  I  hope  they'll  be  kind. 
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ACT     I.        S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Mr.  SUBTLE  and  Mr.  CLASSIC. 

Mr.  SUBTLE. 

WELL,  well,  that  may  be ;  but  ftill 
I  fay  that  a  Frenchman 

Clajic.  \Is  a  Fop  ;  it  is  their  national 
Difeafe  j  not  one  of  the  Qualities  for  which 
you  celebrate  them,  but  owes  its  Origin  to 
a  Foible  j  their  Tafte  is  Trifling,  their  Gai 
ety  Grimace,  and  their  Politenefs  Pride. 

Mr.  Sub.  Hey-dey  !  Why  what  the  Duce 
brings  you  to  Paris  then  ? 

Clajj.  A  Debt  to  Friendship ;  not  but  t 
think  a  fhort  Refidence  here  a  very  necef- 
fary  Part  in  every  Man  of  Fafhion's  Edu 
cation. 

Mr.  Sub.  Where's  the  Ufe  ? 

Claff.  In  giving  them  a  true  Relifh  for 
their  own  domeftic  Happinefs,  a  proper  ve 
neration  for  their  national  Liberties  j  a  con 
tempt  for  Adulation ;  and  an  Honour  for 
the  extended,  generous  Commerce  of  their 
Country. 
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Mr.  Sub.  Why  there,  indeed,  you  have 
the  preference,  Matter  Clajjic  ;  the  Traders 
here  are  a  (harp  Suj  cozening  People; 
Foreigners  are  their  Food  ;  Civilities  with 
a — Aye  !  aye  !  a  Congee  for  a  Crown,  and 
a  Shrug  for  a  Shilling  j  devilifh  dear,  Mafter 
Claffic,  citvilKh  dear. 

C/ajf.  To  avoid  their  Exactions,  we  are, 
Mr.  Subtle y  recommended  to  your  Protec 
tion. 

Mr.  Sub.  Aye  !  and  wifely  they  did  who 
recommended  you  :  Buy  nothing  but  on 
mine  or  my  Lady's  Recommendation,  and 
you  are  fafe.  But  where  was  your  Charge  ? 
Where  was  Mr.  £itck  lad  Night  ?  My 
Lady  made  a  Party  at  Cards  on  purpofe  for 
him,  and  my  Ward  Luanda  is  mightily 
taken  with  him  ;  (he  longs  to  fee  him 
again. 

-  Clajj.  I  am  afraid  with  the1' fame  Set  his 
Father  fent  him  hither  to  avoid  j  but  we 
rr.iift  endtavdur  to  inlpire  him  with  a  Tafte 
for  the  Gallantries  of  this  Court,  and  his 
Pafhon  for  the  lower  Amufements  of  ours 
will  dimirtifh  of  Courfe. 

Mr.  Sub.  All  the  Fraternity  of  Men- 
makers  are  for  that  Purpofe  without  j  Tay 
lor?,  Pcruquiers,  Hatters,  Hofiers^ — Is  not 

that-  Mr.  Buck's  Englijh  Servant  ? 

• 

Enfer  Roo;er. 

o 

Cla/.  Oh  1  aye,  honeft   Roger.     So,   the 

old 
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old   Doings,  Roger;    what   time  did  your 
Matter  come  Home  ? 

Rog.  Between  Five  and  Six,  pummell'd 
to  a  Jelly  :  Here  been  two  of  his  old  Com 
rades  follow'd  un  already  ;  I  count  we  (hall 
ha'  the  whole  Gang  in  a  Se'nnight. 

Clajf.  Comrades,  who  ? 

Rog.  Dick  Daylight  and  Bob  Breadbajket 
the  Bruifers  :  They  all  went  to  the  Shew  to 
gether,  where  they  had  the  Devil  to  pay; 
belike  they  had  been  Tent  to  Bridewell, 
hadn't  a  great  Gentleman  in  a  blue  String 
come  by  and  releas'd  them.— I  hear  Matter's 
Bell  ;  do,  Matter  Claffic,  ftep  up  and  talk 
to'un ;  he's  now  fober,  and  may  hearken 
to  Reafon. 

Cta/.  I  attend  him.  Mr.  Subtle,  you 
won't  be  out  of  the  Way. 

Mr.  Sub.  I  (hall  talk  -  a  little  -with  the 
Tradefmen.  A  fmoaky  Fellow  this  Claffic 5 
but  if  Lucinda  plays  her  Cards  well,  we 
have  not  much  to  fear  from  that  Quarter  : 
Contradiction  feems  to  be  the  Life  and  Soul 
of  young  Buck. — A  tolerable  Expedition  this, 

if  it  fucceeds — •. — Fleece  the  Younker  ! 

Pmaw,  that's  a  Thing  of  Courfe  ! but  by 

his  Means  to  get  rid  of  Lucinda,  and  fe- 

curely  pocket  her  Patrimony; aye  !  that 

indeed 

Enter  Mrs.  Subtle. 

Oh  !  Wife  !    Have  you  open'd  the  Plot  ? 
Does  the  Girl  come  into  it  greedily,  hey  ? 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sub.  A  little  fqueamifti  at  firfl  j  but 
I  have  opened  her  Eyes.  Never  fear,  my 
Dear,  fooner  or  later  Women  will  attend 
to  their  Intereft. 

Mr.  Sub.  Their  Intereft !  aye,  that's  true* 
but  confider,  my  Dear,  how  deeply  our  own 
Intereft  is  concern'd,  and  let  that  quicken 
your  Zeal. 

Mr.  Sub.  D'ye  think  I  am  blind  ?  But 
the  Girl  has  got  fuch  whimfical  Notions  of 
Honour,  and  is  withal  fo  decent  and  mo- 
deft  :  I  wonder  where  the  duce  (he  got  it  j 
I  am  fare  it  was  not  in  my  Houfe. 

Mr.  Sub.  How  does  {he  like  Buck's  Per- 
fon  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Well  enough  !  But  prythee, 
Hufband,  leave  her  to  my  Management* 
and  confider  we  have  more  Irons  in  the  Fire 
than  one.  Here  is  the  Marquis  de  Soleil  to 

meet  Madam  de  Farde  to  Night, and 

where  to  put  'em,  unlefs  we  can  have  Buck's 
Apartment — Oh  !  by  the  bye,  has  Count  Cog 
fent  you  your  Share  out  of  Mr.  Puntwe/l's 
Lofings  a  Thurfday  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  I  intend  calling  on  him  this 
Morning. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Don't  fail !  He's  a  flippery 
Chap  you  know. 

Mr.  Sub.  There's  no  fear.  Well,  but  our 
pretty  Countrywoman  lays  about  her  hand- 

fomely  !      Ha  ! Hearts   by  Hundreds  1 

Hum"  I 

Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Sub.  Aye  !  that's  a  noble  Prize,  if 
we  could  but  manage  her  ;  but  fhe's  fo  in- 
difcreet,  that  fhe'll  be  blown  before  we  have 
made  half  our  Market.  I  am  this  Morning 
to  give  Audience  on  her  Score,  to  two 
Counts  and  a  foreign  Minifter. 

Mr.  Sub.  Then  ftrike  whilft  the  Iron's 
hot  :  But  they'll  be  here  before  I  can  talk 
to  my  People  ;  fend  'em  in  prythee. 

Enter  Tradefmen. 

Mr.  Sub.  So,  Gentlemen ;  Oh!  hufh! 
we  are  interrupted  :  If  they  afk  for  your 
Bills,  you  have  left  them  at  Home. 

Enter  Buck,  Claffic,  and  Roger. 

Buck.  Ecod,  I  don't  know  how  it  ended, 
but  I  remember  how  it  begun.  Oh  !  Ma- 
fter  Subtle,  how  do'ft,  old  Buck,  hey  ?  Give's 
thy  Paw  !  And  little  Lucy  how  fares  it  with 
(he  ?  Hum  ! 

•Mr.  Sub.  What  has  been  the  Matter, 
Squire  ?  Your  Face  feems  a  little  in  Defha- 
bille. 

Buck.  A  Touch  of  the  Times,  old  Boy  ! 
a  (mail  Skirmifh  ;  after  I  was  down  tho',  £ 
Set  of  cowardly  Sons  of — — ;  there's  George 
and  I  will  box  any  five  for  their  Sum. 

Mr.  Sub.  But  how  happen'd  it  ?  Th* 
French  are  generally  civil  to  ftrangers. 

Buck.  Oh  i  damn'd  civil !  to  fall  feven  or 

eight 
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eight  upon  three  :  Seven  or  eight !  Ecod  we 
had  the  whole  Houfe  upon  us  at  laft. 

Mr.  Sub.  But  what  had  you  done  ? 

Buck.  Done  !  Why  nothing  at  all !  But 
Wounds  !  how  the  Powder  flew  about,  and 
the  Monfieurs  fcour'd. 

Mr.  Sub.  But  what  Offence  had  either 
they  or  you  committed  ? 

Buck.  Why  I  was  telling  Domine,  laft 
Night,  Dick  Daylight,  Bob  Breadbafket^  and 
I,  were  walking  through  one  of  their  Rues 
I  think  they  call  them  here,  they  are  Streets 
in  London j  but  they  have  fuch  devilim  out- 
of-the-way  Names  for  Things,  that  there  is 
no  remembering  them:  fo  we  fee  Crowds 
of  People  going  into  a  Houfe,  and  Comedy 
parted  over  the  Door;  in  we  troop'd  with 
the  reft,  pay'd  our  Cam,  and  fat  down  on 
the  Stage  :  prefently  they  had  a  Dance  j  and 
one  of  the  young  Women  with  long  Hair 
trailing  behind  her,  flood  with  her  Back  to 
a  Rail  juft  by  me :  Ecod  what  does  me  ! 
for  nothing  in  the  World  but  a  Joke,  as  I 
hope  for  Mercy,  but  ties  her  Locks  to  the 
Rail ;  fo  when  'twas  her  Turn  to  figure  out, 
foufe  me  flapp'd  on  her  Back ;  'twas  devilifli 
comical,  but  they  fet  up  fuch  an  Uproar, 
one  whey-fac'd  Son  of  a  Bitch,  that  came  to 
loofe  the  Woman,  turn'd  up  his  Nofe,  and 
call'd  me  Bete  ;  Ecod,  I  lent  him  a  Lick  in 
his  Lanthorn  Jaws,  that  will  make  him  re 
member  the  Spawn  of  old  Marlborough>  I 

war- 
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warrant  him.  Another  came  up  to  fecond 
him,  but  I  let  drive  at  the  Mark,  made  the 
Soup-Maigre  rumble  in  his  Bread-bafket, 
anj  laid  him  fprawling.  Then  in  pour'd  a 
Million  of  them  -,  I  was  knock'd  down  in  a 
trice  -y  and  what  happen'd  after  I  know  no 
more  than  you.  But  where's  Lucy  ?  I'll  go 
fee  her, 

Clajj'.  Oh  fie !  Ladies  are  treated  here 
with  a  little  more  Ceremony  :  Mr.  Subtle  too 
has  collected  thefe  People,  who  are  to  equip 
you  for  the  converfation  of  the  Ladies. 

Buck.  Wounds!  all  thefe!  What,  Mr. 
Subtle,  thefe  are  Mounfeeres  too  I  fuppofe  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  No !  Squire,  they  are  Englifh- 
men.  Faftiion  has  ordain'd,  that  as  you  em 
ploy  none  but  Foreigners  at  home,  you  muft 
take  up  with  your  own  Countrymen  here. 

Claff.  It  is  not  in  this  Inftance  alone  we 
are  particular,  Mr.  Subtle-,  I  have  obferv'd 
many  of  our  pretty  Gentlemen,  who  con- 
defcend  to  ule  entirely  their  native  Lan 
guage  here,  fputter  nothing  but  bad  French 
in  the  Side-boxes  at  Home. 

Buck.  Look  you,  Sir,  as  to  you,  and 
your  Wife,  and  Mils  Lucy\  I  like  you  all 
well  enough ;  but  the  Devil  a  good  Thing 
elfe  have  1  feen  lince  I  loft  Sight  of  Dover; 
the  Men  are  all  Puppies,  mincing  and 
dancing,  and  chattering,  and  grinning  j  the 
V/cmen  a  Parcel  of  painted  Dolls:  their 
Food's  fit  for  Hogs  ;  and  as  for  their  Lan 
guage,  let  them  learn  it  that  like  it,  I'll 

none 
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noneon'tj  no,  nor  their  Frippery  neither: 
So  here  you  may  all  march  to  the  place 

from  whence  you Harkee  !   What  are 

you  an  Englijhman  ? 

Barber.  Yes,  Sir. 

Buck.  Domine  !  look  here,  what  a  Mon- 
fter  the  Monkey  has  made  of  himfelf !  Sir 
rah,  if  your  String  was  long  enough,  I'd 
do  your  bufinefs  myfelf,  you  Dog,  to  fink 
a  bold  Briton  into  fuch  a  fneaking,  fnivel- 

ling the  Rafcal  looks   as  if  he  had  not 

had  a  Piece  of  Beef  and  Pudding  in  his 
Paunch  thefe  twenty  Years ;  I'll  be  hang'd 
if  the  Rogue  ha'nt  been  fed  upon  Frogs  ever 
fince  he  came  over.  Away  with  your 
Trumpery  ! 

Clajf.  Mr.  Buck,  a  Compliance  with  the 
Cuftoms  of  the  Country  in  which  we  live, 
where  neither  oar  Religion  or  Morals  are 
concern'd,  is  a  Duty  we  owe  ourfelves. 

Mr.  Sub.  Refides,  Squire,  Lucinda  ex 
pects  that  you  mould  ufher  her  to  public 
Places,  which  it  would  be  impoilible  to  do 
in  that  Drefs, 

Buck.  Why  not  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  You'd  be  mobb'd. 

Buck.  Mobb'd  !  I  fhould  be  glad  to  fee 

that. No  !  no  \  they  ha'nt  Spirit  enough 

to  mob  here;  but  come,  fince  thefe  Fellows 
here  are  Englijli,  and  it  is  the  Fafhion>  try 
on  your  Fooleries. 

Mr ;  &ub t  Mr.  Daufhiney  come  produce- 

— Vpoa 
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—Upon   my  Word,  in  an  elegant  Tafte, 

Sir :  this  Gentleman  has  had  the  Honour 

Dauph.  To  work  for  all  the  Beaux  Ef- 
prits  of  the  Court.  My  good  Fortune  com- 
menc'd  by  a  (mail  Alteration  in  a  Cut  of  the 
Corner  of  the  Sleeve  for  Count  Crib ;  but 
the  Addition  of  a  ninth  Plait  in  the  Skirt  of 
Marfhal  T^onerre^  was  applauded  by  Madam 
la  Duchefs  Rambouillet,  and  totally  efta- 
blifh'd  the  Reputation  of  your  humble  Ser 
vant. 

Buck.  Hold  your  Jaw  and  difpatch, 

Mr.  Sub.    A  Word  with  you 1  don't 

think  it  impoffible  to  get  you  acquainted 
with  Madam  de  Rambouillet. 
Buck.  An't  (he  a  Papift  ? 
Mr.  Sub.  Undoubtedly. 
Buck.  Then  I'll  ha'  nothing  to  fay  to  her. 
Mr.  Sub.  Oh  fie  !  Who  minds  the  Reli 
gion  of  a  pretty  Woman  ?  Betides,  all  this 
Country  are  of  the  fame. 

Buck.  For  that  Reafon  I  don't  care  how 
foon  I  get  out  of  it :  Come,  let's  get  rid  of 
you  all  as  foon  as  we  can.  And  what  arfc 
you,  hey  ? 

Barb.  Je  fuis  Peruquier,  Monfieur. 
Buck.  Speak    Englijh,    you    Son    of    a 
Whore. 

Barb.  I  am  a  Peri  wig- maker,  Sir. 
Buck.  Then  why  could  not  you  fay  fo  at 
fiiil?  What  are  you  afham'd  of  your  Mo* 
$her  Tongue  ?  I  knew  this  Fellow  was  a 

Puppy 
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Puppy  'w  his  Fig-tail.   Come,  let's  fee  your 
handy  Woik 

Barb.  As  I  fcund  you  were  in  a  Hurry, 
I  have  brought  you.  -Sir,  fomething  that 
will  do  ior  th<  preient :  But  a  Peruqae 
is  a  different  Guv  age,  another  Sort  of  a 
Tbing  here,  from  what  it  i&  en  Angteterrei 
we  muft  coniult  the  Colour  ot  t".e  Com 
plexion,  and  the  'Tour  de  Fifage,  thtr  Form 
of  the  Face  ;  for  which  end,  it  will  be  ne- 
eeffary  to  regard  your  Countenance  in  dif 
ferent  Lights : A  little  to  the  Right,  if 

you  pleafe. 

Buck.  Why  you  Dog,  d'ye  think  I'll  fub- 
mit  to  be  exercifed  bv  you  ? 

Barb.  -Oh  mon  Dieu  !  Monfieur,  if  you 
don't,  it  will  be  impoffible  to  maks  your 
Wig  comme  il  faut. 

Buck.  Sirrah,  fpeak  another  French  Word, 
and  I'll  kick  you  down  flairs. 

Barb.  Gad's  Curfe !  Would  you  re 
ferable  fome  of  your  Countrymen,  who,  at 
their  firft  Importation  with  nine  Hairs  of 
a  Side  to  a  brawny  Pair  of  Cheeks,  look  like 
a  Saracen's,  Head  !  Or  elfe  their  Water-gruel 
Jaws,  funk  in  a  Thicket  of  Curls,  appear, 
for  all  the  World,  like  a  Lark  in  a  Soup- 
dim  ! 

Mr.  Sub.  Come,  Squire,  fubmit ;  'tis  but 
for  once. 

Back.  Well,  what  muft  I  do  ? 

[Places  him  in  a  Chair. 

Barb: 
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Barb.  To  the  Right,  Sir ;  — now  to  the 
Left; — now  your  Full; — and  now,  Sir,  I'll 
do  your  Bufinefs. 

Mr.  Sub.  Look  at  yourfeif  a  little  ;  fee 
what  a  Revolution  this  has  occafion'd  in 
your  whole  Figure. 

Buck.  Yes !  a  bloody  pretty  Figure  in 
deed  !  But  'tis  a  Figure  I  am  damnably 
afham'd  of:  I  would  not  be  feen  by  Jack 
Wildfire  or  Dick  Riot  for  fifty  Pounds,  in 
this  Trim,  for  all  that. 

Mr.  Sub.  Upon  my  Honour,  Drefs  greatly 
improves  you.  Your  Opinion,  Mr.  ClaJJic. 

ClafJ.  They  do  mighty  well,  Sir  ;  and  in 
a  little  Time  Mr.  Buck  will  be  eafy  in  them. 

Buck.  Shall  I  !  I  am  glad  on't,  for  I  am 
damnably  uneafy  at  prefent,  Mr.  Subtle. 
What  muft  I  do  now  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Now,  Sir,  if  you'll  call  upon 
my  Wife,  you'll  find  Lucinda  with  her,  and 
I'll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

Buck.  Come  along,  Dornine  !  But  harkee, 
Mr.  Subtle,  I'll  out  of  my  Tramcls,  when 
I  hunt  with  the  King. 

Mr.  Sub.  Well  !   "Well  ! 

Buck*  I'll  on  with  my  Jemtnys  ;  none  of 
your  black  Bags  and  Jack  Beets  for  me. 

Mr.  Sub.  No  !  No  ! 

Buck.  I'll  fhevv  them  the  Odds  on't! 
I  Old  Siher-fart  !  I  will  !  Hey  J 

Mr.  Sub.  Ay  !  ay  ! 

Buck.  Hedge,  Stake,  or  Stile  !  over  we  go! 
B  .'  Mr. 
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Mr.  Sub.  Ay !  but  Mr.  Clafjic  waits. 

Buck.  But  d'ye  think  they'll  follow  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh  no  !  Impoffible  ! 

Buck.  Did  I  tell  you  what  a  Chace  {he 
carry'd  me  laft  Cbrifijnas  Eve  ?  We  unken- 
nell'd  at •. 

Mr.  Sub.  I  am  bufy  now  ;  at  any  other 
Time.  . 

Buck.  You'll  follow  us.  I  have  fent  for 
nw  Hounds  and  Horfes. 

•/ 

Mr.  Sub.  Have  you  ? 

Buck.  They  (hall  make  the  Tour  of  Eu 
rope  with  me  :  And  then  there's  Tom  At 
kins  the  Huntfman,  the  two  Whippers-in, 
and  little  jfoey  the  Groom  comes  with  them. 
Dammy,  what  a  ftrange  Place  they'll  think 
this  ?  But  no  Matter  for  that ;  then  we  fhall 
be  Company  enough  of  ourfelves.  But 
you'll  follow  us  in  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  In  ten  Minutes ! An  imper 
tinent  Jackanapes !  But  I  fhall  foon  ha'  done 
with  him.     So,  Gentlemen  ;    well,   you  fe< 
we    have   a  good  Subject   to    work    upoi 
Harkee,  Daupbim,  I  muft  have  more  thai 
20  per  Cent,  out  of  that  Suit. 

Dauph.   Upon   my   Soul,  Mr.  Subtle, 
can't. 

Mr.  Sub.  Why  I  have  always  that  upon 
new. 

Dauph.  New  i  Sir !  Why  as  I  hope  to  be— 

Mr.  Sub.  Come,  don't  lie  ;  don't  damn  i 
yourfelf,  Daupbine  -t  don't  be  a  Rogue  5  did 


hot  I  fee  at  Madam  Fripon's  that  Waiftcoat 
and  Sleeves  upon  Colonel  Crambo  ? 

Daupb.  As  to  the  Waiftcoat  and  Sleeves, 

1  own but  for  the  Body  and   Lining 

inay  I  never  fee 

Mr.  Sub.  Come,  don't  be  a  Scoundrel  5 
five  and  thjrty,  or  I've  done. 

Daupb.  Well,  if  I  muft,  I  muft. 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh !  Solitaire  /  I  can't  pay  that 

Draft  of  Mr. thefe  fix  Weeks ;  I  want 

Money. 

Soli.  Je  fuis  dans  le  meine  cas Je — 

Mr.  Sub.    What  d'ye   mutiny,    Rafcal  ? 

About  your  Bufinefs,  or- • 

[Exeunt. 

I  muft  keep  thefe  Fellows  under,  or  I 
ihall  have  a  fine  Time  on't  j  they  know  they 
can't  do  without  me. 

Enter  Mrs.  Subtle. 

•Mrs.  Sub.  The  Calais.  Letters !  my  Dear. 
.  Mr.  Sub.  (reads)  Ah  !  ah  !  Calais  —the 
Dover  Packet  arrived  laft  fright,  .Loading 
as  follows :  Six  Taylors,  ditto  Barbers,  five 
Milliners,  bound  for  Paris  to  ftudy  Fafhionsj 
four  Citizens  come  to  fettle  here  for  a  Month 
by  way  of  feeing  the  Country  ;  ditto  tncir 
Wives ;  ten  French  Valets,  with  nine  Cooks, 
all  from  Newgate,  where  they  had  been 
fent  for  robbing  their  Matters ;  nine  Figure- 
dancers,  exported  in  September  ragged  and 
lean,  imported  well  clad  and  in  good  Cafe  ; 
B  2  twelve 
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twelve  Dogs,  ditto  Bitches,  with  two  Mon- 
kies,  and  a  Litter  of  Puppies,  from  Mother 
Midnight's  in  the  Haymarket  :  A  precious 
Cargo  ! — Poftfcnpt.  One  of  the  Coafters 
is  juft  put  in,  with  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
— ,  my  Lord  • — ,  and  an  old  Gentleman, 
whole  Name  I  can't  learn.  Gadfo  !  Well, 
my  Dear,  I  muft  run,  and  try  to  fecure  thefe 
Cuftomers ;  there's  no  Time  to  be  loft : 

Mean  while 

i 

Enter  Claffic. 

So,    Mafter  ClaJJic,    what    have    you    left 
the  young  Couple  together  ? 

Clajj.  They  want  your  Ladymip's  Pre- 
fence,  Madam,  for  a  fhort  Tour  to  the 
Tuilferies.  I  have  received  fome  Letters 
which  I  muft  anfwer  immediately. 

Mr.  Sub.  Oh!  Well!  Well!  no  Cere 
mony  ;  we  are  all  of  a  family  you  know. 
Servant.  [E*/V. 

C/af.  Roger  ! 

Enter  Roger* 

Rog.  Anon  I 

Claff'.  I  have  juft  received  a  Letter  from 
your  old  Mafter ;  he  was  landed  at  Calais, 
and  will  be  this  Evening  atP^m.  It  is  ab- 
folutely  neceflary  that  this  Circumftance 
fliould  be  conceal'd  from  his  Son  j  for  which 
Purpofe  you  muft  wait  at  the  Piccardy 
Gate,  and  deliver  a  Letter  I  (hall  give  you, 
nto  his  own  Hand. 

Rog. 
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Rog.  I'll  warrant  you. 

C/aff'.  BIT,  -Rogers-be  fecret. 

Rog.  Oh  !  lud  !  Never  you  fear  ! 

Claff.  So,  Mr.  Subtle,  I  fee  your  Aim. 
A  pretty  Lodging  we  have  hit  upon  ;  the 
Miftrefs  a  Commode,  and  the  M.ifter  a  —  - 
But  who  can  this  Ward  be  ?  Poffibly  the 
neglecled  Punk  of  fome  riotous  Man  of 
Quality,  "Tis  lucky  Mr.  Buck's  Father  is 
arriv'd,  or  my  Authority  would  prove  but 
an  inefficient  Match  for  my  Pupil's  Qbfti- 
nacy.  This  mad  Boy  !  How  difficult,  how 
difagrceable  a  Tafk  have  I  undertaken  ?  And 
how  general,  yet  how  dangerous  an  Expe 
riment  is  it  to  expofe  our  Youth,  in  the  very 
Fire  and  Fury  of  their  Blood,  to  all  the 
Follies  and  Extravagance  of  this  fantaftic 
Court  ?  Far  different  was  the  prudent  Prac 
tice  of  our  Forefathers  : 

They  fcorrfd  ti  truck  ^  for  baje,  unmanly  Arts, 

Their  native  Plainnefi,  and  their  boneji  Hearts  ; 

Whene'er  they  deign  d  to  vifit  haughty  France, 

'Tivas  arnid  with  bearded  Dart^  and  pointed  Lance. 

No  jempous  Pageants  lur'd  their  curious  Eye9 

No  Charms  for  them  had  Fops  or  Flattery  ; 

Paris  they  kriew^  their  Streamers  ^vav'd  around^ 

There  Britons  faaj  a  Britilh  Harry  crown  d. 

Far  other  Views  attraEi  our  modern  Racc^  *} 

Trulls,  Toupees,  Trinkets,  Bags,  Brocades^  and  Lace  ;  > 

A  Jfaunting  Form,  and  a  fiffitieus  Face.  j 

Rouje  !   re-cijjume  !   refufe  a  Gallic  Reign, 

Nor  let  their  Arts  win  that  their  Arms  could  never  gain. 


End  of  the  Firft 

B  3  ACT 
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ACT       II. 

Mr.  ClaHIc  and  Roger. 

ROGER. 

OLD   Maifter's  at  a  Coffee-houfe  next 
Street,  and   will  tarry   till   you  fend 
fci  Jun. 

Claff.  Bye  and  bye,  in   the  Dufk,  bring 
him  up  the  back  Stairs.     You  muft  be  care- 
hu  j  ob.'dy  lees  him. 

Rog.   I  warrant  you. 

Cuijf.  Let  Sir  John  know,  that  I  would 
wait  on  him  mvfelf,  but  I  don't  think  it 
iafc-  ro  quit  the  Hoafe  an  Inflant. 

Rog.  Ay,  ay.  (Exit  Roger. 

Ciafj.  I  fuppofe,  by  this  Time,  Matters  I 
are  pretty  well  fettled  within,  and  my  Ab-  ] 
fence  only  wanted  to  accomplish  the  Scene; 

but  I  (hall  take  Care  to -Oh  !   Mr. 

Subtle  and  his  Lady* 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Subtle. 
Mrs,  Sub.  Oh  !  delightfully  !   Now,  my 
Deareft,   1   hope  you  will  no  longer  difpute 
my  Abilities  for  forming  a  Female. 

Mr.  Sub.  Never,  never  :  How  the  Bag 
gage  lecr'd  ! 

••s.  Sub.  And  the  Booby  gap'd  ! 
Mr.  Sub.  So  kind,  i;nd  yet  io  coy  ;  fo  free, 
but  then  fo  refer v'd  :  Oh  !  fhe  has  him  ! 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sub.  Ay !  ay  !  the  Fim  is  hook'd  ; 

but  then  lafely  to  land  him. Is  Claffic 

fufpicious  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Not  that  I  obferve  j  but  the 
Secret  muft  foon  be  blaz'd. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Therefore  difpatch  :  I  have  laid 
a  Trap  to  enflame  his  Affection. 

Mr.  Sub.  How  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  He  (hall  be  treated  with  a  Dif- 
play  of  Lucfs  Talents  3  her  finging,  danc 
ing. 

Mr.  Sub.  Pfhaw  !  her  finging  and  danc 
ing  •' 

Mrs.  Sub.   Ah  !  you  don't  know,   Hof- 

band,   half  the  Force  of  thefe  Accompli/h- 
ments  in  a  fafhionable  Figure. 

Mr.  Sub.  I  doubt  her  Execution. 

Mrs.  Sub.  You  have  no  Reafon  j  fiie  does 
both  well  enough  to  flatter-  a  Fool  ;  cfne- 
pially  with  Love  for  her  fecond  :  Beiidcs,  I 
have  a  Coup  dc  Maitre,  a  fure  Card. 

Mr.  Sub.  What's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  Rival. 

Mr.  Sub.   Who? 

Mrs.  Sub.  The  Language- Maxfter :  He 
may  be  eafily  equipt  for  the  Expedition  j  a 
fecond- hand  tawdry  Suit  of  Cloatbs  will 
pals  him  on  our  Countryman  for  a  Marquis ;: 
and  then,  to  excufe  his  fpeaking  our  Lan 
guage  fo  well,  be  may  have  been  educated 
early  in  England.  But  hulh  !  the  Squire 
approaches  j  don't  feem  to  obfcrvc  hinu 
B  4 
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Enter  Buck. 

For   my    Part,  I   never  faw  any  Thing    fo 
aher'd  tlnce  I  was  born  :  In  my  Conference, 
I  b«!i''ve  flic's  in  Love  with  him. 
Buck.   Hufh  !   {Aftde.} 
Mr.  &/£.    D'ye  think  fo  ? 
Mrs.  Sub.  Why,    where's   the  Wonder  ? 
He's  a  pretty,    good  -  humour'd,  fprightly 
Fellow  ;  and,  for    the  Time,  fuch   an  Im 
provement  !     Why  he  wears  his  Cloaths  as 
eaiily,  and  moves  as  genteely,  as  if  he  had 
been  at  Parts  thefe  twenty  Years. 

Mr.  Sub.  Indeed  !  How  does  he  dance  ? 
Mrs.  Sub.  Why  he  has  had  but  three 
Lefibns  from  Marfeil,  and  he  moves  already 
like  Dupre.  Oh  !  three  Months  Stay  here 
\vilj  render  him  a  perfect  Model  for  the 
Englifo  Court. 

Mr.  Sub.  Gadfo!  No  wonder  then,  with 
thefe  Qualities,  that  he  has  caught  the  Heart 
of  my  Ward  ;  but  we  muft  take  Care  that 
the  Girl  dors  nothing  imprudent. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Oh  !  difmifs  your  Fears ;  her 
Family,  good  Scnfe,  arid,  more  than  all,  her 
being  educated  under  my  Eye,  render  them 
wrmeceffary  :  Eefides,  Mr.  Buck  is  too  much 
a  Man  of  Honour  to 

[  He  interrupts  them.  ] 
Buck.  Damn  me,   if  I  an't. 
'Mrs.  Sub.  Bicis  me!  Sir  !  you  here  !  I 

did  not  expect 

Buck. 


I  N     P  A  R  I  S.  25 

Buck.  I  beg  pardon;  but  alb  that  I  heard 
was,  that  Mr.  Buck  was  a  Man  of  Honour. 
I  wanted  to  have  fome  Chat  with  you, 
Madam,  in  private. 

Mr.  Sub.  Then  I'll  withdraw.  You  fee 
I  dare  truft  you  alone  with  my  Wife. 

Buck.  So  you  may  fafely  ;  I  have  other 
Game  in  View.  Servant,  Mr.  Subtle. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Now  for  a  puzzling  Scene ;  I 
long  to  know  how  he'll  begin.  Well,  Mr. 
Buck,  your  Commands  with  me,  Sir. 

Buck.  Why,  Madam, — I  ah — I  ah— 
• — buc  let's  mut  the  Door:  I  was,  Madam, 

ah  !  ah  !  Can't  you  guefs  what  I  want 

to  talk  about  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Not  I,  indeed,  Sir. 
Buck.  Well,  but  try  ;  upon  my  Soul  I'll 
tell  you  if  you're  right. 

Mrs.  Sub.  It  will  be  impoffible  for  me  to 
divine :  But  come,  open  a  little. 

Buck.  Why,  have  you  obferv'd  nothing  ? 
Mrs.  Sub.  About  who? 
Buck.  Why,  about  me  ! 
Mrs.  Sub.  Yes ;  you  are  new-drefs'd,  and 
your  Cloaths  become  you. 

Buck.  Yes !  Pretty  well ;  but  it  an't  that. 
Mrs.  Sub.   What  is  it  ? 
Buck.  Why,  ah  !  ah  ! — Upon  my  Soul, 
I  can't  bring  it  out. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Nay,  then  it's  to  no  Purpofe 
to  wait:  Write  your  Mind. 

Buck.  No  !  No  !  Stop  a  Moment,  and 
I  will  tell. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Sub.  Be  expeditious,  then. 

Buck.  Why,  I  wanted  to  talk  about  Mifs 
Lucinda. 

Mrs.  Sub.  What  of  her  ? 

Buck.  She's  a  bloody  fine  Girl  j  and  I 
mould  be  glad  to 

Mrs.  Sub.  To — Blefs  me!  What!  Mr. 
Buck  I  And  in  my  Houfe  !  Oh !  Mr.  Buck, 
you  have  deceiv'd  me  !  Little  did  I  think, 
that,  under  the  Appearance  of  fo  much  Ho- 
nefiy,  you  could  go  to ruin  the  poor  Girl. 

Buck.  Upon  my  Soul  you're  miftaken. 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  poor  Orphan  too !  Dcpriv'd 
in  her  earliefl  Infancy  of  a  Father's  Pru 
dence,  and  a  Mother's  Care. 

Buck.  Why  I  tell  you 

Mrs.  Sub.  So  fvveet,  fo  lovely  an  Inno 
cence  i  her  Mind  as  fpotlefs  as  her  Per- 
fon. 

Buck.  Hey-day  ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  And  me,  Sir !  Where  had  you 
your  Thoughts  of  me  ?  H'ovv  dar'd  you 
fuppofe  that  I  would  connive  at  fuch  a— — 

Buck.  The  Woman's  bewitch'd  ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  I  !  whole  untainted  Reputa 
tion  the  bliftering  Tongue  of  Slander  never 
blafted.  Full  fifteen  Years,  in  Wedlock's 
facred  Bands,  have  I  liv'd  unreproach'd ; 
and  now  to 

Buck.   Odds  Fury  !  She's  in  Heroics  ! 

Mrs.  Sub.  And  this  from  you  too,  whofe 
fair  Outiide  and  bewitching  Tongue  had  fo 

far 
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far  lull'd  my  Fears,  I  dar'd  have  trufted  all 
my  Daughters,  nay,  myfelf  too,  fingly,  with 
you. 

Buck.  Upon  my  Soul !  and  fo  you  might 
fafely. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  have  you 
to  urge  in  your  Defence  ? 

Buck.  Oh  !  oh  !  What  you  are  got  pretty 
well  to  the  End  of  your  Line,  are  you  ?  And 
now,  it  you'll  be  quiet  a  Bit,  we  may  make 
a  Shift  to  underftand  one  another  a  little. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Be  quick,  and  eafe  me  of  my 
Fears. 

Buck.  Eafe  you  of  your  Fears !  I  don't 
know  how  the  Devil  you  got  them.  All 
that  I  wanted  to  fay  was,  that  Mifs  Lucy 
was  a  fine  Wench  -,  and  if  fhe  was  as  wil 
ling  as  me, 

Mrs.  Sub.  Willing  !  Sir  !  What  Demon — 

Buck.  If  you  are  in  your  Airs  again,  I 
may  as  well  decamp. 

Mrs.  Sub.   I  am  calm  ;  go  on. 

Buck.  Why  that  if  fhe  lik'd  me,  as  well 
as  I  lik'd  her,  we  might,  perhaps,  if  you 
lik'd  it  too,  be  married  together. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Oh  !  Sir !  if  that  was  indeed 
your  Drift,  I  am  fatisfy'd.  But  don't  in 
dulge  your  Wifh  too  much  ;  there  are  nu 
merous  Obftacles ;  your  Father's  Confent, 
the  Law  of  the  Land, 

Buck.  What  Laws? 

Mrs.  Sub.  All  clandestine  Marriages  are 
void  in  this  Country. 

Buck. 
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Buck.  Damn  the  Country  :  In  London 
now,  a  Footman  may  drive  to  May-Pair  , 
and  in  five  Minuses  be  tack'd  to  a  Countefs  ; 
but  there's  no  Libertv  here. 

«* 

Mrs.  Sub.  Some  inconfiderate  Couples 
have  indeed  gone  off  Poft  to  Proteftant 
States  ;  but  I  hope  my  Ward  will  have  more 
Prudence. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  leave  that  to  me  D'ye 
think  (he  likes  me  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Why,  to  deal  candidly  with 
you,  me  docs. 

Buck.  Does  (he,  by  - 

Mrs.  Sub.  Calm  your  Tran  (ports. 

Buck.  Well  !  But  how  ?  She  did  not,  did 
Hey!  Come  now,  tell 


Mrs.  Sub.  I  hear  her  coming  j  this  is  her 
Hour  for  Mufic  and  Dancing. 
Buck.   Could  I  not  have  a  Peep  ? 
Mrs.  Sub.  Withdraw  to  this  Corner. 

Enter  Lucinda,  with  Singing  and  Dancing- 
Mafters. 

Luc.  The  News,  the  News,  Monfieur 
Gamut  ;  I  die,  if  I  have  not  the  firft  Intel 
ligence  !  What's  doing  at  Verjaillei  ?  When 
goes  the  Court  to  Marli  ?  Does  Rameau 
write  the  next  Opera  ?  What  fay  the  Critics 
of  Voltaire's  Due  de  Foix  ?  Anfwer  me  all 
in  a  Breath  ! 

Buck.  A  brave-fpirited  Girl  !  She'll  take 
a  five-barr'd  Gate  in  a  Fortnight. 

Gam. 


I  N     P  A  R  I  S.  29 

Gam.  The  Converfation  of  the  Court  your 
Ladyfhip  has  engrofs'd,  ever  fince  you  laft 
honour'd  it  with  your  Appearance. 

Luc.  Oh  !  you  Flatterer !  have  I !  Well 
and  what  frefli  Vidlims  ?  But  'tis  impoffible; 
the  Sunfhine  of  a  northern  Beauty  is  too 
feeble  to  thaw  the  icy  Heart  of  a  French 
Courtier. 

Gam.  What  Injuftice  to  your  own  Charms 
and  our  Difcernment ! 

Luc .  Indeed  !  nay,  I  care  not ;  if  I  have 
Fire  enough  to  warm  one  Britifh  Bofom, 
rule !  rule  !  ye  Paris  Belles !  1  envy  not 
your  Conquefts. 

Mrs.  Sub.  Meaning  you, 
Buck.  Indeed  1 
Mrs.  Sub-  Certain  ! 
Buck.  Hum  ! 

Luc.  But  come,  a  Truce  to  Gallantry, 
Gamut,  and  to  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day: 
Oh  !  I  am  quite  enchanted  with  this  new 
inftrument;  'tis  fo  languifhing  and  fo  porta 
ble,  and  fo  foft  and  fo  filly :  But  come,  for 
your  laft  LeiTon. 

Gam.   D'ye  like  the  Words  ? 
Luc .  Oh  !  Charming  !  They  are  fo  melt 
ing,  and  eafy,    and    elegant.      Now  for  a 
Coup  d'  EJJai. 

Gam.  Take  Care  of  your  Expreffion  j  let 
your  Eyes  and  Addrefs  accompany  the  Sound 
and  Sentiment. 

Luc.  But,  dear  Gamut,  if  I  am  out,  don't 
interrupt  me  j  correft  me  afterwards. 

Gam. 
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Gam.  Aliens,  commences. 

SONG. 
I. 

PAR  un  matin  Lifettefe  leva, 
Et  dans  un  boisfeiilette  s'en  alld. 

Ta,  la,  la,  Sec; 

JtL 

Elle  cherchoit  des  nids  de  ga  de  la, 
Dans  un  buiffon  k  Roffignol  chanta. 

Ta,  la,  la,  &c. 

III. 

Tout  doucement  elk  s'en  approcha, 
Savez  vous  bien,  ce  qu'elle  denicha. 

Ta,  la,  la; 

IV. 

C'ttoit  I1  Amour,  I' Amour  Vattendoit  la, 
Le  bel  Oijeau  dlt  elle  que  rooila. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

V. 

La  pauvre  enfant  k  prift  le  careffa, 
Sousfon  mcuchoir  en  riant  le  pla$a. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

VI. 

Son  petit  casur  aujjitot  s'enfama, 
gemit,  et  nefyait  ce  quells  a. 

Ta,la,  k. 

VII. 
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VII. 

Elle  s'en  vafe  plaindre  a  fen  Papa, 
En  lui  parlant  la  belle  fcupira. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

VIII. 

Le  bon  Papa  gut  s'en  dontoit  deja, 
Lui  ditje  fiats  un  remede  a  cela. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

IX. 

11  prit  I*  Amour )  ks  ailes  lui  coupa, 
D'un  double  noeud  fertement  le  lia. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

X. 

Dans  la  votiere  auffitot  I'enferma, 
Chantez  Fripon  autant  qu'il  'uous  plaira. 

Ta,  la,  la, 

XI. 

Heureufement  la  belle  s'en  tira, 
Mais  on  n'a  pas  toujours  ce  fecret  la. 

<    Ta,  la,  la. 

XII. 

yeune  beaute  que  I' Amour  guefera, 
Craignez  le  four  quy  a  Lijfette  iljoua. 

Ta,  la,  la. 

Gam.  Bravo  !  Bravo  ! 
Buck.  Bravo!  Braviffimo !  My  Lady,  what 
Was  the  Song  about  ?       \Afide  to  my  Lady. 
Mrs.  Sub.  Love :  'Tis  her  own  compofing. 

Buck. 
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Buck.  What,  does  (he  make  Verfes  then  ? 

Mrs.  Sub.  Finely.  I  take  you  to  be  the 
Subjed:  ot  thefe. 

Buck.  Ah !  D'ye  think  fo  ?  Gad  !  I 
thought  by  her  ogling  'twas  the  Mufic-man 
himfclf. 

Luc.  Well,  Mr.  Gamut ;  tolerably  well, 
for  fo  young  a  Scholar. 

Gam.  Inimitably,  Madam  !  Your  Lady- 
fhip's  Progrefs  will  undoubtedly  fix  my  For 
tune. 

Enter   Servant. 

Luc.  Your  Servant,  Sir. 
Ser.  Madam,  your  Dancing-Mailer,  Mon- 
fieur  Kltteau. 
Luc.  Admit  him. 

Enter  Kitteau. 

Monlieur  Kitteau^,  I  can't  poffibly  take  Lef- 
fon  this  Morning,  I  am  fo  bufy ;  but  if  you 
pleafe,  I'll  juft  hobble  over  a  Minuet  by 
way  of  Exercife. 

Enter  a  Servant.     [After  the  Dance. 

Serv.  Monfieur  le  Marquis  de 

Luc.  Admit  him  this  Inftant. 

Mrs.  Sub.  A  Lover  QiLucinda,  a  French 
man  of  Famion,  and  vaft  Fortune. 

Buck.  Never  heed  5  I'll  foon  do  his  Bufi- 
nefs,  I'll  warrant  you. 

Enter 
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Enter  Marquis. 

Luc.  My  dear  Marquis ! 

Marq.  Ma  chere  adorable!  'Tis  an 
fince  I  faw  you. 

Luc.  Oh  !  An  Eternity  1  But  'tis  your  own 
Fault,  though. 

Marq.  My  Misfortune,  ma  PrinceJJe  !  But 
now  I'll  redeem  my  Error,  and  root  for  ever 
here. 

Buck.  I  (hall  make  a  Shift  to  tranfplant 
you,  I  believe. 

Luc.  You  can't  conceive  how  your  Ab- 
fence  has  diftrefs'd  me.  Demand  of  thefe  Gen 
tlemen  the  melancholy  Mood  of  my  Mind. 

Marq.  But  now  that  I  am  arriv'd,  we'll 
dance  and  ling,  and  drive  care  to  the — Ha ! 
Monfieur  Kitteau!  have  you  pra&is'd  this 
Morning  ? 

Luc.  I  had  juft  given  my  Hand  to  Kit 
teau  before  you  came. 

Marq.  I  was  in  Hopes  that  Honour  would 
have  been  referved  for  me.  May  I  flatter 
myfelf  that  your  Lady  (hip  will  do  me  the  Ho 
nour  of  venturing  upon  the  Fatigue  of  ano 
ther  Minuet  this  Morning  with  me  ? 

Enter  Buck  bri/kly.      Takes  her  Hand. 

Buck.  Not  that  you  know  of,  Monfieur. 
Marq.   Hey!  Diable  !  Quelle  Bete! 
Buck.  Harkee,   Monfieur  Ragout,   if  you 
repeat   that  word  Bete,   I  {hall  make  you 
C  fwallow 
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fwallow  it  again,  as  I  did  laft  Night  one  of 
your  Countiyir-en. 

Marq.   <^<ei  tiaiivagf  ! 

Buck.  Aijd  another  Word;  as  I  know 
you  can  fpeak  very  good  Englijh,  if  you 
will :  When  you  don't,  I  {hall  take  it  for 
granted  you're  abufing  me,  and  treat  you 
accordingly. 

Marq.  Cavalier  enough !  But  you  are  pro 
tected  here.  Madamoifelle,  who  is  this  offi 
cious  Gentleman  ?  How  comes  he  inte- 
refted?  Some  Relation,  I  fuppofe  ! 

Buck.  No ;  I'm  a  Lover. 

Marq.  Oh !  oh !  a  Rival !  Eh  Morbleu  ! 
a  dangerous  one  too.  Ha!  ha!  Well, 
Monfieur,  what,  and  I  fuppofe  you  pre- 
fume  to  give  Laws  to  this  Lady;  and  are 
determin'd,  out  of  your  very  great  and  iin- 
gular  Affection,  to  knock  down  every  Mor 
tal  (he  likes,  A- la- mode  d' Angle  ten  e ;  Hey! 
Monfieur  RoafVBeef ! 

Buck.  No ;  but  I  intend  that  Lady  for 
my  Wife;  confider  her  as  fuch,  and  don't 
chufe  to  have  her  foil'd  by  the  impertinent 
Addreffes  of  every  French  Fop,  A-la-mode 
de  Pans,  Mounfieur  Fricaffy ! 

Marq.  Fricaily! 

Buck.  We. 

Luc.  A  Truce ;  a  Truce,  I  befeech  you, 
Gentlemen :  It  fcems  I  am  the  golden  Prize 
for  which  you  plead;  produce  your  Preten- 
fions ;  you  are  the  Repreientatives  of  your 

refpediv 
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refpeclive  Countries :  Begin,  Marquis,  for 
the  Honour  of  France;  let  me  hear  what 
Advantages  I  am  to  derive  from  a  conjugal 
Union  with  you. 

Marq.  Abftracted  from  thofe  which  I 
think  are  pretty  vifible;  a  perpetual  Refi- 
dence  in  this  Paradife  of  Pleafures ;  to  be  the 
Object  of  univerfal  Adoration ;  to  fey  what 
you  pleafe,  go  where  you  will,  do  what  you 
like,  form  Famions,  hate  your  Hufband, 
and  let  him  fee  it;  indulge  your  Gallant, 
and  let  t'other  know  it  j  run  in  Debt,  and 
oblige  the  poor  Devil  to  pay  it.  He  \  ma 
Chere  !  There  are  Pleafures  for  you! 

Luc.  Bravo  !  Marquis  !  Thefe  are  Allure 
ments  for  a  Woman  of  Spirit.  But  don't  let 
us  conclude  too  haftily  ;  hear  the  other  Side : 
What  have  you  to  offer,  Mr.  Buck,  in  Fa 
vour  of  England? 

Buck.  Why,  Madam,  for  a  Woman  of 
Spirit,  they  give  you  the  fame  Advantages  in 
London  as  at  Parh,  with  a  Privilege  forgot 
by  the  Marquis,  an  indifputable  Right  to 
cheat  at  Cards  in  Spite  of  Detection. 

Marq.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  we  have  the  fame ; 
but  I  thought  this  Privilege  fo  known  and 
univerfal,  that  'twas  needlefs  to  mention  it. 

Buck.  You'll  give  up  nothing,  I  find  ;  but 
to  tell  you  my  blunt  Thoughts,  in  a  Word, 
if  any  Woman  can  be  fo  abandon'd,  as  to 
rank  amongft  the  Comforts  of  Matrimony, 
the  Privilege  of  hating  her  Hufband,  and  the 
C  2  Liberty 
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Liberty  of  committing  every  Folly  and  every 
Vice  contained  in  your  Catalogue,  (lie  may 
ftay  fingle  for  me ;  for  damn  me,  if  I'm  a 
Hufband  fit  for  her  Humour ;  that's  all. 

Marq.  I  told  you,  Madam oifelle  ! 

Luc.  But  ftay,  what  have  you  to  offer  as 
Counterbalance  for  thefe  Pleafures  ? 

Buck.  Why,  I  have,  Madam,  Courage  to 
protect  you,  Good-nature  to  indulge  your 
Love,  and  Health  enough  to  make  Gallants 
ufelefs,  and  too  good  a  Fortune  to  render 
running  in  Debt  neceflary.  Find  that  here 
if  you  can. 

Mara.  Bagatelle  i 

Luc.  Spoke  with  the  Sincerity  of  a 
Briton-,  and  as  I  don't  perceive  that  I  (hall 
have  any  Ufe  for  the  fafhionable  Liberties 
you  propofe,  you'll  pardon,  Marquis,  my  na 
tional  Prejudice  ;  here's  my  hand,  Mr.  Buck. 

Buck.  Servant,  Monfieur. 

Marq.  Serviteur ! 

Buck.  No  Offence  1 

Marq.  Not  in  the  leaft ;  I  am  only  afraid 
the  Reputation  of  that  Lady's  Tafte  will  fuf- 
fer  a  little  ;  and  to  (hew  her  at  once  the  Dif 
ference  of  her  Choice,  the  Preference,  which, 
,if  bcftowed  on  me,  would  not  fail  to  exaf- 
perate  you,  I  fupport  without  murmuring; 
fo  that  Favour,  which  would  probably  have 
provok'd  my  Fate,  is  now  your  Protection. 
Voila  la  po/ttej/e  Francoifet  Madam  ;  I  have 

the 
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the  Honour  to  be Bon  Joitr,  Monfieur. 

Tol  dc  rol.  [Exit  Marq. 

Buck.  The  Fellow  bears  it  well.  Now  if 
you'll  give  me  your  Hand,  we'll  in,  and  fet 
tle  Matters  with  Mr.  Subtle. 

Luc.  'Tis  now  my  Duty  to  obey. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Roger,  peeping  about. 

Rog.  The  Coaft  is  clear ;  Sir,  Sir,  you 
may  come  in  now,  Mafter  Clajfic. 

Enter  Mr.  Claffic  and  the  Father. 

Claff.  Roger,  watch  at  the  Door.  I  wifli, 
Sir  jfobn,  I  could  give  you  a  more  chearful 
Welcome,  but  we  have  no  time  to  lofe  in 
Ceremony  j  you  are  arrived  in  the  critical 
Minute  j  two  Hours  more  would  have  plac'd 
the  inconfiderate  Couple  out  of  the  Reach 
of  Purfuit. 

Father.  How  can  I  acknowledge  your 
Kindnefs  ?  You  have  preferv'd  my  Son  j  you 
have  fav'd 

Claff.  I  have  done  my  Duty;  but  of 
that- 

Rog.  Maifter  and  the  young  Woman's 
coming. 

C  3  C/af 
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Claff.  Sir  John,  place  yourfelf  here,  and 
be  a  Witnefs  how  near  a  Crifis  is  the  Fate  of 
your  Family. 

Enter  Buck  and  Lucinda. 

Buck,  Pfliaw!  What  fignifies  her?  'Tis 
odds  whether  (he'd  confent,  from  the  Fear 
of  my  Father.  Befides,  me  told  me,  we 
could  never  be  married  here;  and  fo  pack  up 
a  few  Things,  and  we'll  off  in  a  Poft-Chaife 
directly. 

Luc.  Stay,  Mr.  Buck,  let  me  have  a  Mo 
ment's  Reflection. What  am  I  about ! 

Contriving  in  concert  with  the  moft  profli 
gate  Couple  that  ever  difgrac'd  human  Na 
ture,  to  impoie  an  indigent  Orphan  on  the 
fole  Reprefentative  of  a  wealthy  and  ho 
norable  Family  !  Is  this  a  Character  becom 
ing  my  Birth  and  Education  ?  What  muft 
be  the  Confequence  ?~  Sure  Detection  and 
Contempt,  Contempt  even  from  him,  when 
his  Paflions  cool.- — I  have  refolv'd,  Sir. 

Buck.  Madam. 

Luc:  As  the  Expedition  we  are  upon  the 
Point  of  taking  is  to  be  a  lafting  one,  we 
ought  not  to  be  over-hafty  in  our  Refolu- 
tion . 

Buck.    Pfliaw!    Stuff!  When  a  Thing's 
refolv'd.  the  fooner  'tis  over  the  better. 
,    Luc.  Bat  before  it  is  abfolutely  refolv'd, 

give 
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give  me  Leuve  to  b  g  an  Anfwer  to  two 


Buck.  Make  Hafte  then. 

Luc.  What  are  your  Thoughts  of  me  ? 

Buck.  Thoughts  !  Nay,  I  don't  know  5 
why  that  you  are  a  fenlible,  civil,  handfome, 
han.iy  Girl,  and  will  rmke  a  devilifti  good 
Wire.  That's  all  I  chink. 

Luc.  But  of  my  Rank  and  Fortune  ? 

Buck.  Mr.  Subtle  fays  they  are  both  ^reat; 
bui  that's  no  Bufinefs  of  mine,  I  was  always 
determin'd  to  marry  for  Love. 

Luc.  Generoufly  faid  !  My  Birth,  I  be 
lieve,  -won't  difgrace  you  ,  but  for  my  For 
tune,  your  Friend,  Mr.  Subtle,  I  fear,  has 
anticipated  you  there. 

Buck.  Much  Good  may  it  do  him;  I  have 
enough  for  both.  But  we  lofe  Time,  and 
may  be  prevented. 

Luc.  By  whom? 

Buck.  By  Domine  ;  or  perhaps  Father  may 
come. 

Luc  .  Your  Father  !  —  You  think  he  would 
prevent  you  then. 

Buck.   Perhaps  he  would. 

Luc.  And  why  ? 

Buck.  Nay,  I  don't  know  ;  but  pfhaw  ! 
'zooks  !  this  is  like  faying  one's  Cate- 
chife. 

Luc.  But  don't  you  think  your  Father's 
Confent  neceffary  ? 

C  4  Buck. 
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Buck.  No !  Why  'tis  I  am  to  be  married, 
arid  not  he.  But  come  along,  old  Fellows 
love  to  be  obftinate ;  but  Ecod  I  am  as 
mulifh  as  he  ;  and  to  tell  you  the  Truth,  if 
he  had  propoc'd  me  a  Wife,  that  would  have 
been  Reafon  enough  to  make  me  diflike  her  ; 
and  I  don't  think  I  mould  be  half  fo  hot 
about  marrying  you,  only  I  thought  'twould 
plague  the  old  Fellow  damnably.  So,  my 
pretty  Partner,  come  along  ;  let's  have  no 
more 

Enter  Father  and  Claffic. 

• 

Path.  Sir,  I  am  oblig'd  to  you  for  this 
Declaration,  as  to  it  I  owe  the  entire  Sub- 
jeclion  of  that  paternal  Weaknefs  which  has 
hitherto  fufpended  the  Correction  your  aban- 
don'd  Libertinifm  has  long  provok'd.  You 
have  forgot  the  Duty  you  owe  a  Father, 
difclaim'd  my  Protection,  cancell'd  the  na 
tural  Covenant  between  us ;  'tis  Time  1 
now  fhould  give  you  up  to  the  Guidance 
of  your  own  guilty  Patiions,  and  treat  you 
as  a  Stranger  to  my  Blood  for  ever. 

Buck.  I  told  you  what  would  happen,  if 
he  mould  come ;  but  you  may  thank  your- 
felf. 

Fatb.  Equally  weak  as  wicked,  the  Dupe 
of  a  raw,  giddy  Girl.  But  proceed,  Sir  j 
you  have  nothing  farthir  to  fear  from  me  j 

compleat 
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compleat  your  project,  and  add  her  Ruin  to 
your  own. 

Buck.  Sir,  as  to  me,  you  may  fay  what 
you  pleafe ;  but  for  the  young  Woman,  me 
does  not  deferve  it ;  but  now  me  wanted 
me  to  get  your  confent,  and  told  me  that 
ihe  had  never  a  Penny  of  Portion  into  the 
Bargain. 

Path.  A  ftale,  obvious  Artifice !  She 
knew  the  Difcovery  of  the  Fraud  muft  fol 
low  clofe  on  your  inconfiderate  Marriage, 
and  would  then  plead  the  Merits  of  her 
prior  candid  Difcovery.  The  Lady,  doubt- 
lefs,  Sir,  has  other  Secrets  to  difclofe ;  but, 
as  her  Cunning  re  veal' d  the  firft,  her  Policy 
will  preferve  the  reft. 

Luc.  What  Secrets  ? 

Buck,  Be  quiet,  I  tell  you;  let  him 
alone,  and  he'll  cool  of  himfelf  by  and 
by.. 

Luc.  Sir,  I  am  yet  the  Protectrefs  of  my 
own  Honour ;  in  Juftice  to  that,  I  muft 
demand  an  Explanation.  What  Secrets, 
Sir  ! 

Path.  Oh !  Perhaps  a  thoufand  !  But  I 
am  to  blame  to  call  them  Secrets  j  the 
Cuftoms  of  this  gay  Country  give  Sanction, 
and  ftamp  Merit  upon  Vice;  and  Vanity 
will  here  proclaim  what  Modefty  would  elfe- 
wherc  blum  to  whifper. 

Luc. 
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Luc.  Modefty  \ — You  fufpect  my  Virtue 
then! 

Path.  You  are  a  Lady ;  but  the  Fears  of  a 
Father  may  be  permitted  to  neglect  a  little 
your  Plan  of  Politenefs :  Therefore  to  be 
plain  3  from  your  Refidence  in  this  Houfe, 
from  your  Connexion  with  thefe  People,  and 
from  the  Scheme  which  my  Prefence  has 
interrupted,  I  have  Sufpicions — — of  what 
Nature,  afk  yourfelf. 

Luc .  Sir,  you  have  Reafon,  Appearances 
are  againft  me,  I  confefs,  but  when  you  have 
heard  my  melancholy  Story,  you'll  own  you 
have  wrong'd  me,  and  learn  to  pity  her 
whom  now  you  hate. 

Path.  Madam,  you  mifemploy  yourTime; 
there  tell  your  Story,  there  it  will  be  be- 
liev'd  5  I  am  too  knowing  in  the  Wiles  of 
Women,  to  be  foften'd  by  a  Syren  Tear,  or 
impos'd  on  by  an  artful  Tale. 

Luc.  But  hear  me,  Sir,  on  ray  Knee,  I 
beg  it,  nay  I  demand  it;  you  have  wrong'd 
me,  and  muft  do  me  Juftice. 

Cla/.  I  am  fure,  Madam,  Sir  John  will 
be  glad  to  find  his  Fears  are  falfe,  but  you 
can't  blame  him. 

Luc.  I  don't,  Sir,  and  I  {hall  but  little 
trefpafs  on  his  patience.  When  you  know, 
Sir,  that  I  am  the  Orphan  of  an  honourable 
and  once  wealthy  Family,  whom  her  Fa 
ther, 
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ther,mifguided  by  perniciousPolitics,brought 
with  him,  in  her  earlieft  Infancy,  to  France, 
that  dying  here,  he  bequeath'd  me,  with  the 
poor  Remnant  of  our  fhatter'd  Fortune,  to 
the  Direction  of  this  rapacious  Pair  j  I  am 
fure  you'll  tremble  for  me. 

Path.  Go  on  ! 

Luc.  But  when  you  know  that  plundered 
of  the  little  fortune  left  me,  I  was  reluctant 
ly  compell'd  to  aid  this  Plot ;  forced  to  com 
ply  under  the  Penalty  of  deepeft  Want ; 
without  one  hofpitable  Roof  to  fhelter  me, 
without  one  Friend  to  comfort  or  relieve 
me  ;  you  muft,  you  can't  but  pity  me. 

Path.  Proceed ! 

Luc.  To  this  when  you  are  told,  that, 
previous  to  your  Coming,  I  had  determined 
never  to  wed  your  Son,  at  lead  without  your 
Knowledge  and  Confent,  I  hope  your  Juf- 
tice  then  will  credit  and  acquit  me. 

Path.  Madam,  your  Tale  is  plaufible  and 
moving;  I  hope  'tis  true  ;  here  come  the  Ex 
plainers  of  this  Riddle. 


Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Subtle. 

Mr.  Sub.    Bud's  Father  ! 

Path, 
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path.  I'll  take  fome  other  Time,  Sir,  to 
thank  you  for  the  laft  Proofs  of  your  Friend- 
fhip  to  my  Family  ;  in  the  mean  Time,  be 
fo  candid  as  to  inftruft  us  in  the  Knowledge 
of  this  L.idy,  whom,  it  feems,  you  have 
choren  for  the  Partner  of  my  Son. 

Mr.- Sub.  Mr.  Buck's  Partner 1  chofe 

Path.  No  Equivocation  or  Referve  ;  your 
Plot's  reveal'd,  known  to  the  Bottom  j  who 
is  the  Lady  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Lady,  Sir,— the  Lady's  a  Gen 
tlewoman,  Sir. 

Path.  By  what  Means  ? 
Mr.  Sub.  By  her  Father  and  Mother. 

Path.   Who  were  they,  Sir  ? 

Mr.  Sub.  Her  Mother  was  of 1  for 
get  her  Maiden  Name. 

€> 

Path.  You  han't  forgot  her  Father's  I 

Mr.  Sub.  No!  No!  No! 

Path.  Tell  it  then. 

Mr.  Sub.  She  has  told  it  you,  I  fuppofe. 

Path.  No  Matter,  I  muft  have  it,Sir,  from 
you;  here's  fome  Myftery. 

Mr.  Sub.  'Twas  Worthy. 

Path.  Not  the  Daughter  of  ^.Gilbert. 

Mr.  Sub.  You  have  it. 

Path.  My  poor  Girl !  I  indeed  have 
wrong'd,  bwt  will  redrefs  youj  and  pray,  Sir, 
after  the  many  preffing  Letters  you  received 

from 
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from  me,  how  came  this  Truth  concealed  ? 
but  I  guefs  your  Motive.  Dry  up  yourTears, 
Lucinda,  at  laft  you  have  found  a  Father. 
Hence  ye  degenerate, ye  abandon'dWretches, 
who,  abufing  the  Confidence  of  your  Coun 
try,  unite  to  plunder  thofe  ye  promife  to 
protect. 

Luc.  Am  I  then  juftified  ? 

Fatb.  You  are,  your  Father  was  my  firft 
and  firmeft  Friend;  I  mourn'd  his  Lofs  j  and 
long  have  fought  for  thee  in  vain,  Lu- 
cinda. 

Buck.  Pray  han't  I  fome  Merit  in  finding 
her  ?  She's  mine  by  the  Cuftom  of  the  Ma 
nor. 

Path.  Yours — Firft  ftudy  to  deferve  her ; 
ihe's  mine,  Sir,  I  have  juft  redeem'd  this  va 
luable  Treafure  j  and  fhall  not  truft  it  in  a 
Spendthrift's  Hands. 

Buck.  What  would  you  have  me  do, 
Sir? 

Path.  Difclaim  the  Partners  of  your 
Riot,  polifli  your  Manners,  reform  your 
Pleafures,  and,  before  you  think  of  go 
verning  others,  learn  to  direct  yourfelf. 
And  nowy  my  beauteous  Ward,  we'll  for 
the  Land  where  firft  you  faw  the  Light, 
and  there  endeavour  to  forget  the  long, 
long  Bondage  you  have  fuffer'd  here.  J 
fuppofe,  Sir,  we  fhall  have  no  Difficulty 

in 
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in  perfuading  you  to  accompany  us  ;  it  is 
not  in  France  I  am  to  hope  for  your  Re 
formation.  I  have  now  learn'd,  that  he 
who  tranfports  a  profligate  Son  to  Parisy 
by  Way  of  mending  his  Manners,  only  adds 
the  Vices  and  Follies  of  that  Country  to  thofe 
of  his  own. 


FINIS. 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mifs  MAC  KLIN. 

T^SC APED  from  my  Guardian's  tyrannical  Sway9 
"^   By  a  fortunate  Voyage  on  a  profperous  Day, 
1  am  landed  in  England,  and  now  muft  endeavour. 
By  fame  Means  or  other  t  to  curry  your  Favour. 

Of  what  Ufe  to  be  freed  from  a  Gallic  Subjefition, 
Unlefi  I'mfecure  of  a  Britifh  Protection  ? 
Without  Cajh,—but  one  Friend— -and  be  too  juft  made, 
Egad  I've  a  Mind,  to  fet  up  fame  Trade. 
Of  what  Sort  !    in  the  Papers  I' II  pitbl'ijh  a  Puff 
Which  won't  fail  to  procure  me  Cujlom  enough  • 
«*  That  a  Lady  from  Paris  is  lately  arrived, 
"  Who  with  exquijite  Art  has  nicely  contrived 
*«  Thebejl  Paint  for  tht  Face,— the  bejl  PaJlefortkeHands^ 
*l  A  Water  for  Freckles,  for  Flujhings,    and  Tans. 
"  She  can  teach  you  the  melior  Coeffeure  for  the  Heady 
"  To  lifp— amble— -and  Jimper— -and  put  on  the  Red  ; 
<c  To  rival,  to  rally,  to  backbite,  andjneer, 
"  Urn— -no  ;  that  they  already  know  pretty  well  her*. 

"  The  Beaux  jhe  Injlrufts  to  bow  with  a  Grace^ 
«'  The  happie/l  Shrug,-— the  nfwejl  Grimace  ; 
tt  To  parler  Fran^  MS,—- fib,  flatter,  and  dance, 
»«  Which  is  very  near  all  that  they  teach  ye  In  France. 

<«  Not  a  Buck,  nor  a  Blood,  through  the  whole  Englifh 

«'  Nation, 

"  But  his  Roughnefs  Jhe' II /often,  his  Figure  Jbe'llfajbion. 
«  The  mere/I  John  Trot  in  a  Week  you  fiall  zee 
"  Bien  poli,  bien  fii^e,  tout  a  fait  un  Marquis. 


EPILOGUE. 

What  if  ye  think  of  my  Plan,  is  it  form' d  to  your  Gout? 
May  I  hope  for  Difciples  in  any  of  you  ? 
Shall  I  tell  you  my  Thoughts,  without  Guile,  without  Art> 
Though  abroad  I've  been  bred,  I  have  Britain  at  Heart, 
Then  take  this  Advice,  which  I  give  for  her  Sake, 
You' II  gain  nothing  by  any  Exchange  you  can  make  j 
In  a  Country  of  Commerce,  too  great  the  Expence, 
Par  their  Bauble*  and  Bows,  to  five  your  good  Senfe. 
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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN  and  SPOKEN  by  Mr.  FOOTE. 

SEVERE  their  Tafk,  who  in  this  critic  Age, 
With  frefh  Materials  furnifh  out  the  Stage  ! 
Not  that  our  Father's  drain'd  the  comic  Store  ; 
Frefh  Characters  fpring  up  as  heretofore 
Nature  with  Novelty  does  ftill  abound  ; 
On  every  Side  frefh  Follies  may  be  found. 
But  then  the  Tafte  of  every  Gueft  to  hit, 
To  pleafe  at  once,  the  Gall'ry,  Box,  and  Pit  5 
Elequire's  at  leaft— no  common  Share  of  Wit. 


I 


Thofe,  who  adorn  the  Orb  of  higher  Life, 
Demand  the  lively  Rake,  or  modifh  Wife; 
Whilft  they,  who  in  a  lower  Circle  move, 
Yawn  at  their  Wit,  and  {lumber  at  their  Love. 
[f  light,  low  Mirth  employs  the  comic  Scene, 
such  Mirth,  as  drives  from  vulgar  Minds  the  Spleen; 
The  polifh'd  Critic  damns  the  wretched  Stuff, 
And  cries, — "  'twill  pleafe  the  Gall'ries  well  enough." 
Such  jarring  Judgments  who  can  reconcile, 
Since  Fops  will  frown,  where  humble  Traders  fmile? 

To  dam  the  Poet's  ineftl>aual  Claim, 
And  quench  his  Thirft  for  univerfal  Fame, 
The  Grecian  Fabulift,    in  moral  Lay, 
Has  thus   addrefs'd  the  Writers  of  this  Day. 

Once  on  a  Time,  a  Son  and  Sire  we're  told, 
The  Stripling  tender,  and  the  Father  old, 

B  2  Purchas'd 
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Purchas'd  a  Jack-Afs  at  a  country  Fair, 

To  eafe  their  Limbs,  and  hawk  about  their  Ware : 

But  as  the  fluggifh  Animal  was  weak, 

They  fear'd,  if  both  fhould  mount,  his  Back  wou'd  break! 

"Up  gets  the  Boy  ;  the  Father  leads  the  Afs, 

And  through  the  gazing  Crowd  attempts  to  pafs  ; 

Forth  from  the  Throng,  the  Grey-beards  hobble  out, 

And  hail  the  Cavalcade  with  feeble  Shout. 

"  This  the  Refpedl  to  reverend  Age  you  fhew  ? 

"  And  this  the  Duty  you  to  Parents  owe  ? 

"He  beats  the  Hoof,  and  you  are  fet  aftride ; 

"  Sirrah  ?  get  down,  and  let  your  Father  ride." 

As  Grecian  Lads  were  feldom  void  of  Grace, 

The  decent,  duteous  Youth,  refign'd  his  Place. 

Then  a  frefli  Murmur  through  the  Rabble  ran  j 

Boys,  Girls,  Wives,  Widows,  all  attack  the  Man* 

*c  Sure  never  was  brute  Beaft  fo  void  of  Nature  ! 

*'  Have  you  no  Pity  for  the  pretty  Creature  ? 

"  To  your  own  Baby  can  you  be  unkind  ? 

"  Here— Suke,  £///,  Betty— put  the  Child  behind." 

Old    Dapple  next,  the  Clowns  Companion  claim'd  ; 

"  'Tis  Wonderment,  them  Boobies  ben't  afham'd. 

"  Two  at  a  Time   upon  a  poor  dumb  Beaft  ? 

"  They  might  as  well  have  carried  he  at  leaft." 

The  Pair,  ftill  pliant  to  the  partial  Voice, 

Difmount  and  bear  the  Afs — Then  what  a  Noife  > 

Huzzas — Loud  Laughs,  low  Gibe,  and  bitter  Joke, 

From  the  yet  filent  Sire,  thefe  Words  provoke. 

"  Proceed,  my  Boy,  nor  heed  their  farther  Call, 

"  Vain  his  Attempt,  who  ftrives  to  pleafe  them  all  !" 


EPILOGUE, 


EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN     by     a    LADY, 
And  SPOKEN  by  Mrs.  CLIVE. 

WE  L  L — thank  my  Stars,  that  I  have  done  my  Tafk, 
And  now  throw  off  this  aukward,  ideot  Mafk. 
Cou'd  we  fuppofe  this  Circle  fo  refin'd, 
Who  feek  thofe  Pleafures  that  improve  the  Mind, 
Cou'd  from  fuch  vulgarifms  feel  Delight ; 
Or  laugh  at  Characters,  fo  impolite  ? 
Who  come  to  Plays,  to  fee,  and  to  be  feen ; 
Not  to  hear  Things  that  fhock,  or  give  the  Spleen  j 
Who  fhun  an  Opera,  when  they  hear  'tis  thin. 
"  Lord  !  do  you  know  ?"  fays  Lady  Bell — "  I'm  told 
*'  That  "Jacky  Dapple  got  fo  great  a  Cold 
<c  Laft  Tuefday  Night— There  wa'n't  a  Creature  there  \ 
**  Not  a  male  Thing  to  hand  one  to  one's  Chair. 
"  Divine  Mingotti !  what  a  Swell  has  Ihe  !  J 

"  O  !  Such  a  Suftinuto  upon  B  !  > 

tc  Ma'am,  when  fhe's  quite  in  Voice  fhe'll  goto  C.     j 
"  Lord,"  fays  my  Lady  Englijh — "  here's  a  Pother  ! 
"  Go  where  fhe  will,  I'll  never  fee  another." 
Her  Ladyfhip,  half  choak'd  with  London  Air, 
And  brought  to  Town  to  fee  the  fights — and  ftare. 
*'  Fine  Singing  that !— I'm  fure  it's  more  like  fcreaming: 
To  me,  I  vow,  they're  all  a  Pack  of  Women  I 

"  Oh  Barbare  ! — Inhumana  !— Tramontane  ! 

"  Does  not  this  Creature  come  from  Pudding- Lane  ? 

**  Look,  look,  my  Lord  !~She  goggles !-- Ha,  ha,   pray  be 

quiet; 

*'  Dear  Lady  Bell,  for  ftiame  !  You'll  make  a  Riot. 
*'  Why  will  they  mix  with  us  to  make  this  Rout  ? 
**  Bring  in  a  Bill,  my  Lord,  to  keep   'em  out. 
'  We'll  have  a  Tafte  Aft,  faith  !"---my  Lord  replied  ; 
*  And  fhut  out  all,  that  are  not  qualified," 
Thus  Ridicule  is  bounded  like  a  Ball, 
Struck  by  the  Great,  then  anfwer'd  by  the  Small ; 
While  we,  at  Times,   return  it  to  you  all. 
A  fkilful  Hand  will  ne'er  your  Rage  provoke ; 
For  though  it  hits  you,   you'll  applaud  the  Stroke  ^ 
£<et  it  but  only  glance,  you'll  never  frown; 

ypu'll  forgive,  tho't  knocks  your  Neighbour  tfown, 
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tt 
A  C  T    I. 

Governor  CAPE,  and  ROBIN. 

Governor.  AND  he  believes  me  dead,  Robin? 
•**•     Rob.  Moft  certainly. 

Gov.  You  have  given  him  no  Intimation  that 
his  Fortunes  might  mend. 

Rob.  Not  a  diftant  Hint.  , 

Gov.  How  did  he  receive  the  News  ? 

Rob.  Calmly  enough  :  When  I  told  him  that 
his  Hopes  from  abroad  were  at  an  End,  that 
the  Friend  of  his  deceafed  Father  thought  he 
had  done  enough  in  putting  it  in  his  Power  to 
earn  his  own  Livelihood,  he  replied  'twas  no 
more  than  he  had  long  expected ;  charged  me 
with  his  warmeft  Acknowledgments  to  his  con- 
ceal'd  Benefactor ;  thanked  me  for  my  Care, 
figh'd  and  left  me. 

B  4  Gov. 
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Gov.  And  how  has  he  lived  fince  ? 

Rob.  Poorly,  but  honeftly :  To  his  Pen  he 
owes  all  his  Subfiftence.  I  am  fure  my  Heart 
bleeds  for  him  :  Coniider,  Sir,  to  what  Temp 
tations  you  expofe  him. 

Gov.  The  feverer  his  Trials,  the  greater  his 
Triumph.  Shall  the  Fruits  of  my  honeft  In- 
duftry,  the  Purchafe  of  many  Perils,  be  lavim'd 
on  a  lazy  luxurious  Booby,  who  has  no  other 
Merit  than  being  born  nve-and-twenty  Years 
after  me  ?  No,  no,  Robin  -,  him,  and  a  Profu- 
fion  of  Debts  were  all  that  the  Extravagance  of 
his  Mother  left  me. 

Rob.  You  loved  her,  Sir. 

Gov.  Fondly. — nay,  foolimly,  or  Neceffity 
had  not  compell'd  me  to  feek  for  Shelter  in  ano 
ther  Climate.  'Tis  true,  Fortune  has  been  fa 
vourable  to  my  Labours,  and  when  George  con 
vinces  me  that  he  inherits  my  Spirit,  he  mail 
ihare  my  Property ;  not  elfe. 

Rob.  Confider,  Sir,  he  has  not  your  Oppor^ 
tunities. 

Gov.  Nor  had  I  his  Education. 

Rob.  As  the  World  goes,  the  worftyou  cou'd 
have  given  him.  Lack-a-day,  Learning,  Learn 
ing,  Sir,  is  no  Commodity  for  this  Market  -,  no 
thing  makes  Money  here,  Sir,  but  Money  ;  or 
fome  certain  fafhionable  Qualities  that  you 
would  not  wimyour  Son  to  poffefs. 

Gov.  Learning  ufelefs?  impoffible  ! — Where 
are  the  Oxfords,  the  Halifaxes,  the  great  Pro 
tectors  and  Patrons  of  the  liberal  Arts  ? 

Rob.  Patron  ! — The  Word  has  loft  its  Ufe  ; 
a  Guinea  Subscription  at  the  Requefl  of  a  Lady, 

whofc 
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whofe Chambermaid  is  acquainted  with  the  Au 
thor,  may  be  now  and  theh  pick'd  up Pro- 

tedtors  ! — Why  I  dare  believe  there's  more  Mo-? 
ney  laid  out  upon  IJlington  Turnpike  in  a  Month, 
than  upon  all  the  learned  Men  in  Great  Bri 
tain  in  feven  Years. 

Gov.  And  yet  thePrefs  groans  with  their  Pro 
ductions.  How  do  they  all  exift  ? 

Rob.  In  Garrets,  Sir  •,  as,  if  you  will  ftep  to 
your  Son's  Apartment  in  the  next  Street,  you 
will  fee. 

Gov.  But  what  Apology  (hall  we  make  for 
the  Vifit  ? 

Rob. That  you  want  the  Aid  of  his  Pro- 

feffion ;  a  well  penn'd  Addrefs  now,  from  the 
Subjects  of  your  late  Government,  with  your 
gracious  Reply,  to  put  into  the  News-papers. 

Gov.  Aye  j  is  that  Part  of  his  Practice  ? — 
Well,  lead  on,  Robin, 

Scene  draws  and  difcovers  Young  CAPE  with 
the  Printer's  DEVIL. 

Cape.  Prythee  go  about  thy  bufinefs — Va- 
nim,  dear  Devil. 

Devil.  Mafter  bid  me  not  come  without  the 
Proof;  he  fays  as  how  there  are  two  other  An- 
fwers  ready  for  the  Prefs,  and  if  your's  don't 
come  out  a  Saturday  'tvvon't  pay  for  the  Pa 
per  ;  but  you  are  always  fo  lazy  :  I  have  more 
Plague  with  you — There's  Mr.  Guzz/e,  the 
Tranflator,  never  keeps  me  a  Minute — unlefs 
the  poor  Gentleman  happens  to  be  fuddled. 

Gap** 
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Cape.  Why,  you  little  footy,  fniv'ling,  dia 
bolical  Puppy,  is  it  not  fufficient  to  be  plagu'd 
with  the  Stupidity  of  your  abfurd  Matter,  but 
I  muft  be  pefter'd  with  your  Impertinence  ? 

Devil.  Impertinence  '-—Marry,  come  up,  I 
keep  as  good  Company  as  your  Worfhip  every 

Day  in  the  Year- There's  Mafter  Clench,  in 

Little  Britain,  does  not  think  it  beneath  him  to 
take  Part  of  a  Pot  of  Porter  with  me,  tho'  he 
has  wrote  two  Volumes  of  Lives  in  Quarto, 
and  has  a  Folio  a  coming  out  in  Numbers. 

Cape.  Harky',  Sirrah,  if  you  don't  quit  the 
Room  this  inftant,  I'll  mew  you  a  fhorter  Way 
into  the  Street  than  the  Stairs. 

Devil.  I  mail  fave  you  the  Trouble — Give 
me  the  French  Book  that  you  took  the  Story 
from  for  the  laft  Journal. 

Cape.  Take  it (throws  it  at  him.) 

Devil.  What,  d'ye  think  it  belongs  to  the 
Circulating  Library,  or  that  it  is  one  of  your 
own  Performances,  that  you 

Cape.  You  mail  have  a  larger-—  fExit  Devil* 
'Sdeath !  a  pretty  Situation  I  am  in  !  And  are 
thefe  the  Fruits  I  am  to  reap  from  a  long,  la« 
borious  and  expenfive- 

Re-enter  DEVIL. 

Devil.  I  had  like  to  have  forgot,  here's  your 
Week's  Pay  for  the  News-paper,  five  and  five- 
pence,  which  with  the  two-and-a-penny,  Maf-- 
terpafs'd  his  Word  for  to  Mrs.  Suds,  your  Warn-* 
er-woman,  makes  the  three  half  Crowns. 

Cape.  Lay  it  on  the  Table. 

Devil.  Here's  a  Man  on  the  Stairs  wants  you; 

by 
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by  the  Sheepifhnefs  of  his  Looks,  and  the  Shab- 
binefs  of  his  Drefs,  he's  either  a  Pick-pocket, 
or  Poet — Here,  walk  in,  Mr.  What-(£ye-call- 
'urn,  the  Gentleman's  at  Home. 

(Surveys  the  Figure,  laughs,  and  exit.) 

Enter  Poet. 

Poet*  Your  name,  I  prefume,  is  Cape. 

Cape.  You  have  hit  it,  Sir. 

Poet.  Sir,  I  beg  Pardon  ;  you  are  a  Gentle* 
man  that  write  ? 

Cape.    Sometimes. 

Poet.  Why,  Sir,  my  Cafe,  in  a  Word,  is  this ; 
I,  like  you,  have  long  been  a  Retainer  of  the 
Mufes,  as  you  may  fee  by  their  Livery. 

Cape.  They  have  not  difcarded  you,  I  hope. 

Poet.  No,  Sir,  but  their  upper  Servants,  the 

Bookfellers,  have. 1  printed  a  Collection  of 

Jefts  upon  my  own  Account,  and  they  have 
ever  lince  refufed  to  employ  me;  you,  Sir,  I  hear, 
are  in  their  Graces  :  Now  I  have  brought  you, 
Sir,  three  Imitations  of  Juvenal  in  Prole ;  Tul- 
fy's  Oration  for  Milo,  in  blank  Verfe  ;  two  Ef- 
fays  on  the  Brittjh  Herring  Fimery,  with  a  large 
Collection  of  Rebuffes ;  which,  if  you  will  dif- 
pofe  of  to  them,  in  your  own  Name,  we'll  di 
vide  the  Profits. 

Cape.  I  am  really,  Sir,  forry  for  your  Diflrefs, 
but  I  have  a  larger  Cargo  of  my  own  manufac 
turing  than  they  chufe  to  engage  in. 

Poet.  That's  pity ;  you  have  nothing  in  the 
compiling  or  index  Way,  that  you  wou'd  in- 
truft  to  the  Care  of  another  ? 

Cape.  Nothing. 

Poet,  I'll  dp  it  at  half  Price, 

Cafe. 
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Cape.  I'm  concern'd  it  is  not  in  my  Power  at 
prefent  to  be  ufeful  to  you  ;  but  if  this  Trifle — » 

Poet.  Sir,  your  Servant.  Shall  I  leave  you 
any  of  my 

Cape.  By  no  Means. 

Poet.  An  Effay,  or  an  Ode  ? 

Cape.  Not  a  Line. 

Poet.  Your  very  obedient.-^ —       (Exit  Poet, 

Cape.  Poor  Fellow  !  and  how  far  am  I  re 
moved  from  his  Condition  ?  ^/rgv'/had  his  Pol- 
lio-y  Horace  his  Mectenas ;  Martial  his  Pliny: 
My  Proteftors  are  'Title-page,  the  Publisher; 
Vamp,  the  Bookfeller ;  and  Index,  the  Printer, 
A  mofl  noble  Triumvirate  ;  and  the  Rafcals  are 
as  profcriptive  and  arbitrary,  as  the  famous  Ro 
man  one,  into  the  Bargain. 

Enter  SPRIGHTLY. 

Spri.  What  !  in  Soliloquy,  George  ?  ReciN 
ing  fome  of  the  Pleafantries,  I  fuppofe,  in  your 
new  Piece. 

Cape.  My  Difpofition  has,  at  prefent,  very 
little  of  the  Vis  Comica. 

Spri.  What's  the  Matter  ? 

Cape.  Survey  that  Mafs  of  Wealth  upon  the 
Table ;  all  my  own,  and  earn'd  in  little  more 
than  a  Week. 

Spri.  Why,  'tis  an  inexhauftihle  Mine  ! 

Cape.  Ay,  and  delivered  tame,  too,  with  all 
the  foft  Civility  of  Billingfgate,  by  a  Printer's 
prime  Minifter,  call'd  a  Devil. 

Spri.  I  met  the  Imp  upon  the  Stairs;  but  I 
thought  thefe  Midwives  to  the  Mules,  were  thp 
Idolizers  of  you,  their  favourite  Sons. 
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Cape.  Our  Tyrants,  Tom.  Had  I  indeed  a 
pofthumous  Piece  of  Infidelity,  or  an  amorous 
Novel,  decorated  with  lufcious  Copper-plates, 
the  Slaves  would  be  civil  enough. 

Spri.  Why  don't  you  publifh  your  own 
Works  ? 

Cape.  What!  and  paper  my  Room  with  'em  ? 
No,  no,  that  will  never  do  -,  there  are  Secrets 
in  all  Trades ;  ours  is  one  great  Myftery,  but 
the  Explanation  wou'd  be  too  tedious  at  prefent- 

Spri.  Then  why  don't  you  divert  your  At 
tention  to  fome  other  Object  ? 

Cape.  That  Subject  was  employing  my 
Thoughts. 

Spri.  How  have  you  refolved  ? 

Cape.  I  have,  I  think,  at  prefent,  two  Strings 
to  my  Bow ;  if  my  Comedy  fucceeds,  it  buys 
me  a  Commiffion  ;  if  my  Miftrefs,  my  Laura* 
proves  kind,  I  am  fettled  for  Life;  but  if  both 
my  Cords  map,  adieu  to  the  Quill,  and  wel 
come  the  Mufket. 

Spri.  Heroically  determined  !— But  a  propos 
— how  proceeds  your  honourable  Paffion  ? 

Cape.  But  flowly — I  believe  I  have  a  Friend 
in  her  Heart,  but  a  moft  potent  Enemy  in  her 
Head :  You  know,  I  am  poor,  and  (he  is  pru 
dent.  With  regard  to  her  Fortune  too,  I  be 
lieve  her  Brother's  Confent  efTentially  neceflary 

But  you  promifed  to  make  me  acquainted 

with  him. 

Spri.  I  expect  him  here  every  Inftant.  He 
may,  George,  be  ufeful  to  you  in  more  than  one 
Capacity  ;  if  your  Comedy  is  not  crouded,  he  is 
a  Character,  I  can  tell  you,  that  will  make  no 
contemptible  Figure  in  it. 

Cape. 
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Cape.  His  Sifter  gave  me  a  Sketch  of  him 
lafl  Summer. 

Spri.  A  Sketch  can  never  convey  him.  His 
Peculiarities  require  infinite  Labour  and  high 
Finiihing. 

Cape.  Give  me  the  Out-lines. 

Spri.  He  is  a  Compound  of  Contrarieties  $ 
Pride  and  Meannefs ;  Folly  and  Archnefs :  At 
the  fame  Time  that  he  wou'd  take  the  Wall  of  a 
Prince  of  the  Blood,  he  would  not  fcruple  eating 
a  fry'd  Saufage  at  the  Mews-Gate.  There  is  a 
Minutenefs,  now  and  then,  in  his  Defcriptions ; 
and  fome  whimfical,  unaccountable  Turns  in 
his  Converfation,  that  are  entertaining  enough  : 
But  the  Extravagance  and  Oddity  of  his  Man 
ner,  and  the  Boaft  of  his  Birth,  compleat  his 
Character, 

Cape.  But  how  will  a  Perfon  of  his  Pride  and 
Pedigree,  rclifh  the  Humility  of  this  Apartment  ? 

Spri.  Oh,  he  is  prepar'd— — You  are,  George* 
tho'  prodigioufly  learn'd  and  ingenious,  an  ah- 
ftracted  Being,  odd  and  whimiical  5  the  Cafe 
with  all  you  great  Genius's:  You  love  the  fnug, 
the  Chimney-corner  of  Life  ;  and  retire  to  this 
obfcureNook,  merely  to  avoid  the  Importunity 
of  the  Great. 

Cape.  Your  Servant But  what  Attraction 

can  a  Character  of  this  Kind  have  for  Mr.  Cad- 
•wallader  ? 

Spri.  Infinite  !  next  to  a  Peer,  he  honours  a 
Poet :  And  modeftly  imputes  his  not  making  a 
Figure  in  the  learned  World  himfelf  to  the  Ne- 
gledt  of  his  Education — hufl]  !  he's  on  the  Stairs 
— — on  with  your  Cap,  and  open  your  Book. 
Remember  great  Dignity  and  Abfence. 

Enter 
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Enter  VAMP. 

Cape.  Oh,  no  ;  'tis  Mr.  Vamp:  Your  Com 
mands,  good  Sir  ? 

Vamp.  I  have  a  Word,  Mafter  Cafe,  for  your 
private  Ear. 

Cape.  You  may  communicate ;  this  Gentle 
man  is  a  Friend. 

Vamp.  An  Author  ? 

Cape.  Voluminous. 

Vamp.  In  what  Way  ? 

Cape.  Univerfal. 

Vamp.  Blefs  me  !  he's  very  young,  and  ex 
ceedingly  well  rigg'd  ;  what,  a  good  Subfcrip- 
tion,  I  reckon. 

Cape.  Not  a  Month  from  Leyden;  an  admir 
able  Theologifl !  he  ftudy'd  it  in  Germany  -,  if 
you  mould  want  fuch  a  Thing  now,  as  ten  or  a 
dozen  Manufcript  Sermons,  by  a  deceas'd Cler 
gyman,  I  believe  he  can  fupply  you. 

Vamp.  No. 

Cape.  Warranted  Originals. 

Vamp.  No,  no,  I  don't  deal  in  the  Sermon 
Way,  now;  I  loft  Money  by  the  laft  I  printed, 
for  all  'twas  wrote  by  aMethodift;  but,  1  believe, 
Sir,  if  they  be'nt  long,  and  have  a  good  deal  of 
Latin  in  'em,  I  can  get  you  a  Chap. 

Spri*  For  what,  Sir  ? 

Vamp.  The  Manufcript  Sermons  you  have 
wrote,  and  want  to  difpofe  of. 

Spri.  Sermons  that  I  have  wrote  ? 
Vamp.  Ay,  ay;  Mailer  Cape  has  been  telling 
me — 

Spri.  He  has;    lam  mightily  oblig'd  to  him. 
Vamp.   Nay,   nay,  don't  be  afraid ;   I'll  keep 

Council ; 
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Council $  old  Vamp  had  not  kept  a  Shop  fo  long 
at  the  Turnftile,  if  he  did  not  know  how  to  be 
fecretj  why,  in  the  Year  Forty-five,  when  I 
was  in  the  treafonable  Way,  I  never  fqueak'd  ; 
I  never  gave  up  but  one  Author  in  my  Life, 
and  he  was  dying  of  a  Confumption,  fo  it  never 
came  to  a  Trial. 

Spri.  Indeed! 

Vamp.  Never look  here  (Shews  the  Side 

of  his  Head)  crop'd  clofe  ! — bare  as  a  Board  ! 
— and  for  nothing  in  the  World  but  an  inno 
cent  Book  of  Bawdy,  as  I  hope  for  Mercy :  Oh ! 
the  Laws  are  very  hard,  very  fevere  upon  us. 

Spri.  You  have  given  me,  Sir,  fo  pofitive  a 
Proof  of  your  Secrefy  that  you  may  rely  upon 
my  Communication* 

Vamp.  You  will  be  fafe but  gadfo,  we 

muft  mind  Bufinefs,  tho' ;  here,  Matter  Cape, 
you  muft  provide  me  with  three  taking  Titles 
for  thefe  Pamphlets,  and  if  you  can  think  of  a 
pat  Latin  Motto  for  the  largefl 

Cape.  They  (hall  be  done. 

Vamp.  Do  fo,  do  fo.  Books  are  like  Women, 
Matter  Ctf/>£j  toftrike,  they  muftbewell-drefs'dj 
fine  Feathers  make  fine  Birds  ;  a  good  Paper, 
an  elegant  Type,  a  h-.mdfome  Motto,  and  a 
catching  Title,  has  drove  many  a  dull  Treatife 

thro'  three  Editions Did  you  know  Harry 

Handy  ? 

Spri.  Not  that  I  recollect 

Vamp.  He  was  a  pretty  Fellow ;  he  had  his 
Latin,  ad  anguem>  as  they  fay  \  he  would  have 
turn'dyou  a  Fable  of  Dry  dens,  or  an  Epiftle  of 
Popes  into  Latin  Verfe  in  a  twinkling ;  except 

Peter 
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Peter  Hafty  the  Voyage-writer,  he  was  as  great 
a  Lofs  to  the  Trade  as  any  within  my  Memory. 

Cape.  What  carry'd  him  off? 

Vamp.  AHalterj  hang'd  for  clipping  andcoin- 
ing,  Mafter  Cape-,  I  thought  there  was  ibme- 
thmg  the  Matter  by  his  not  coming  to  our  Shop 
for  a  Month  or  two:  He  was  a  pretty  Fellow  ! 

Spri.  Were  you  a  great  Lofer  by  his  Death  ? 

Vamp,  I  can't  fay: as  he  had  taken  to 

another  Courfe  of  Living,  his  Execution  made 
a  Noifej  it  fold  me  {even  Hundred  of  his  1  ranf- 
lations,  befides  his  laft  dying  Speech  and  Con- 
feffion  ;  I  got  it ;  he  was  mindful  of  his  Friends 
in  his  laft  Moments:  He  was  a  pretty  Fellow  ! 

Cape.  You  have  no  farther  Commands,  Mr. 
Vamp  ? 

Vamp,  Not  at  prefent ;  about  the  Spring  I'll 
deal  with  you,  if  we  can  agree  for  a  Couple  of 
Volumes  in  Octavo. 

Spri.  Upon  what  Subject  ? 

Vamp,  I  leave  that  to  him  5  Mafter  Cape 
knows  what  will  do,  tho'  Novels  are  a  pretty 
light  Summer  reading,  and  do  very  well  at 
Tunbridge,  Briftol,  and  the  other  watering  Pla 
ces  :  No  bad  Commodity  for  the  Weft-India 
Trade  neither;  let  'em  be  Novels,  Mafter  Cape. 

Cape.     You  mall  be  certainly  fupply'd. 

Vamp.  I  doubt  not;  pray  how  does  Index  go 
on  with  your  Journal  ? 

Cape.  He  does  not  complain, 

Vamp.  Ah,  I  knew  the  Time but  you 

have  over-ftock'd  the  Market.  Titlepage  and  I 
had  once  lik'd  to  have  engag'd  in  a  Paper.  We 
had  got  a  young  Cantab  for  the  ElTays;  a  pretty 
Hiftorian  from  Aberdeen ;  and  an  Attorney's 

C  Clerk 
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Clerk  for  the  true  Intelligence;  but  I  don't  know 
how,  it  drop'd  for  Want  of  a  Politician. 

Cape.  If  in  that  Capacity  I  can  be  of  any— 

Vamp.  No,  thank  you,  Mafter  Cape ;  in  half 
a  Year's  Time,  I  have  a  Grandfon  of  my  own 
that  will  come  in  j  he's  now  in  training  as  a 
Waiter  at  the  Cocoa-Tree  Coifee-houfe ;  I  intend 
giving  him  the  Run  of  Jonathans  for  three 
Months  to  understand  Trade  and  the  Funds ; 

and  then  I'll  ftart  him —no,    no,   you  have 

enough  on  your  Hands ;  flick  to  your  Bufinefs  : 
and  d'ye  hear,  'ware  clipping  and  coining ;  re~ 
member  Harry  Handy,  he  was  a  pretty  Fellow ! 

(Exit. 

Spri.  And  I'm  fure  thou  art  a  moft  extraor 
dinary  Fellow!  Butprythee,  George,  what cou'd 
provoke  thee  to  make  me  a  Writer  of  Sermons  ? 

Cape.  You  feem'd  defirous  of  being  ac 
quainted  with  our  Bufinefs,  and  I  knew  old 
Vamp  wou'd  let  you  more  into  the  Secret  in  five 
Minutes,  than  I  cou'd  in  as  many  Hours. 

(Knocking  below,  loud.) 

Spri.  Cape,    to  your    Poft;    here    they    are 
e'faith,  a  Coachful  !  Let's   fee,  Mr.  and   Mrs. 
Cadwallader,  and  your  Flame,  the  Sifter,  as  I  live. 
(Cadwallader  'without) 

Pray,  by  the  Bye,  han't  you  a  Poet  above  ? 

(Without.)  Higher  up. 

Cad.  Egad,  I  wonder  what  makes  your  Po*- 
ets  have  fuch  an  Averfion  to  middle  Floors — 
they  are  always  to  be  found  in  the  Extremities  j 
in  Garrets,  or  Cellars- - 

Enter- 
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Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.   CADWALLADER   and 
ARABELLA. 

Cad.  Ah  !   Sprightly  ! 

Spri.   Hufh! 

Cad.  Hey,  what's   the  Matter  ? 

Spri.  Hard  at  it;    untwifting  fome  knotty 
Point;  totally  abforb'd  ! 

Cad.  Gadfo !  what,  that's  he !  Becky  Bell, 
there  he  is,  egad,  as  great  a  Poet,  and  as  inge 
nious  a what's  he  about  ? Hebrew  ? 

Spri.  Weaving  the  whole  ./Eneid  into  a  Tra 
gedy  :  I  have  been  here  this  half  Hour,  but  he 
has  not  mark'd  me  yet. 

Cad.  Cou'd  not  I  take  a  Peep  ? 

Spri.  An  Earthquake  wou'd  not  rouze  him. 

Cad.  He  feems  in  a  damn'd  Paffion. 

Cape.  The  Belt  of  Pallas  !  nor  Prayers,  nor 
Tears,  nor  fupplicating  Gods  fhall  fave  thee 
now. 

Cad.  Hey !  Zounds,  what  the  Devil  ?  who  ? 

Cape.  Pallas  !   te  hoc    vu/nere,    Pal/as 

Immolat,  &  pcenam  feeler  at  o  ex f anguine fumit ;. 

Cad.  Damn  your  Palace;  I  wifh  I  was  well 
out  of  your  Garret. 

Cape.  Sir,  I  beg  ten  thoufand  Pardons :  La 
dies,  your  moft  devoted.  You  will  excufe  me, 
Sir,  but  being  juft  on  the  Cataftrophe  of  my 
Tragedy,  I  am  afraid  the  poetic  Furor  may  have 
betray'd  me  into  fome  Indecency. 

Spri.  Oh,  Mr.  Cadwalladcr  is  too  great  a 
Genius  himfelf,  not  to  allow  for  thefe  intem 
perate  Sallies  of  a  heated  Imagination. 

Cad.  Genius  !  Look  ye  hear,  Mr.  Wbafs* 
yonr-name  ? 

Cape.  Cape. 

C  2  Cad. 
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Cad.  Cape!  True;  tho'  by  the  Bye  here, 
hey!  You  live  devilifh  high -,  but  perhaps  you 
may  chufe  that  for  Exercife,  hey  !  Sprightly  ! 
Genius!  Look'e  here,  Mr.  Cap?,  I  had  as  pret 
ty  natural  Parts,  as  fine  Talents ! — -but  between 
you  and  I,  I  had  a  damn'd  Fool  of  a  Guardian, 
an  ignorant,  illiterate,  ecod — —he  cou'd  as  foon 
pay  the  national  Debt  as  write  his  own  Name, 
and  fo  was  refolv'd  to  make  his  Ward  no  wifer 
than  himfelf,  I  think. 

Spri.  Oh !  fye,  Mr.  Cadwallader,  you  don't 
do  yourfelf  Juflice. 

Cape.  Indeed,  Sir,  we  muft  contradict  you, 
we  can't  fuffer  this  Defamation.  I  have  more 
than  once  heard  Mr.  Cadwallader  s  literary  Ac« 
quifitions  loudly  talk'd  of. 

Cad,  Have  you? no,   no,   it  can't   be, 

hey !  tho'  let  me  tell  you,  laft  Winter,  before 
1  had  the  Mealies,  I  cQu'd  have  made  as  good  a 
Speech  upon  any  Subject,  in  Italian,  French, 

German- but  I  am  all  unhing'd;  all — • — -Qh ! 

Lord,  Mr.  Cape,  this  is  Becky ;    my  dear  Becky, 

Child,  this  is  a  great  Poet ah,  but  {he  does 

not  know  what  that  is a  little  foolim  or  fo, 

but  of  a  very  good  Family — here  Becky,  Child, 
won't  you  afk  Mr.  Cape  to  come  and  fee  you  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  As  Dicky  fays,  I  (hall  be  glad  to 
fee  you  at  our  Houfe,  Sir. 

Cape.  I  have  too  great  a  Regard  for  my  own 
-Happinefs,  Ma'am,  to  ^mifs  fo  certain  an  Op 
portunity  of  creating  it. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hey!    What  ?,  • 

Cape.  My  Inclinations,-^  well  as  my  Duty, 
I  fay,  will  compel  me  to  obey  your  kind  In? 
junctions. ^ 

Mrs.  Cad, 
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Mrs.  Cad.  What  does  he  fay,  our  Bel!  ? 
Arab.  Oh,    that   he  can    have   no   greater 
Pleafure  than  waiting  on  you. 

Mrs.  Cad.  I'm  fure  that's  more  his  Goodnefs 
than  my  Defert ;  but  when  you  be'nt  better  en- 
gag'd  we  fhou'd  be  glad  of  your  Company  of  an 
Evening  to  make  one  with  our  Dicky,  Sifter  Belly 
and  I,  at  Whifk  and  Swabbers. 

Cad.  Hey,  ecod  do,  Cape,  come  and  look  at 
her  Grotto  and  Shells  and  fee  what  me  has  got 
- — well,  he'll  come,  Beck, — ecod  do,  and  fhe'll 
come  to  the  third  Night  of  your  Tragedy,  hey  ! 

won't  you,  Beck  ? is'nt  fhe  a    fine    Girl  ? 

hey,   you  ;   humour  her  a  little,   do ; hey, 

Beck ,  he  fays  you  are  as  fine  a  Woman  as  ever 
he — ecod  who  knows  but  he  may  make  a  Copy 
of  Verfes  on  you  ? — there,  go,  and  have  a  little 
Chat  with  her,  talk  any  Nonfenfe  to  her,  no 
Matter  what ;  fhe's  a  damn'd  Fool,  and  won't 
know  the  Difference — there,  go,  Beck — well, 
Sprightly,  hey  !  what  are  yon  and  Bell  like  to 
come  together  ?  Oh,  ecod,  they  tell  me,  Mr. 
Sprightly,  that  you  have  frequently  Lords  and 
Vifcounts  and  Earls,  that  take  a  Dinner  with 
you;  now  I  fhou'd  -look  upon  it  as  a  very  f. 
ticular  Favour,  if  you  would  invite  me  at  the 
fame  Time,  hey  !  will  you  ? 

Spri.  You  may  depend  on  it. 

Cad.  Will  you  ?  Gad,  that's  kind  ;  for  be 
tween  you  and  I,  Mr.  Sprightly,  I  am  of  as 
antient  a  Family  as  the  beft  of  them,  and  Peo 
ple  of  Famion  ihou'd  know  one  another,  you 
know. 

Spri.  By  all  manner  of  Means. 

C  3  Cad. 
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Cad.  Hey !  fhould  not  they  fo  ?  When  you 
have  any  Lord,  or  Baron,  nay  egad,  if  it  be  but 
a  Baronet,  or  a  Member  of  Parliament,  I  fhou'd 
take  it  as  a  Favour. 

Spri.  You  will  do  them  honour  -,  they  mufl 
all  have  heard  of  the  Antiquity  of  your  Houfe. 

Cad.  Antiquity !  hey !  Beck,  where's  my 
Pedigree  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  at  Home,  lock'd  up  in  the 
Butler's  Pantry. 

Cad.  In  the  Pantry  !  What  the  Devil,  how 
often  have  I  bid  you  never  to  come  out  with 
out  it? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Lord !  What  fignifies  carrying 
fuch  a  lumb'ring  Thing  about  ? 

Cad.  Signifies  !  you  are  a  Fool,  Beck,  why 
fuppofe  we  mould  have  any  Difputes  when  we 
are  abroad,  about  Precedence  ?  how  the  Devil 
mail  we  be  able  to  fettle  it  ?  But  you  mall  fee 
it  at  Home.  Oh  Becky,  come  hither,  we  will 
refer  our  Difpute  to fl  bey  go  apart.) 

Arab.  Well,  Sir,  your  Friend  has  prevail'd  ; 
you  are  acquainted  with  my  Brother ;  but  what 
Ufe  you  propofe 

Cape.  The  Pleafure  of  a  more  frequent  Ad- 
miffion  to  you. 

Arab.  That  all  ? 

Cape.  Who  knows  but  a  ftricl:  intimacy  with 
Mr.  Cadwallader  may  in  Time  incline  him  to 
favour  my  Hopes  ? 

Arab.  A  fandy  Foundation  !  Cou'd  he  be 
prevail'd  upon  to  forgive  your  Want  of  Fortune; 
the  Obfcurity,  or  at  leaft  Uncertainty,  of  your 
Birth,  will  prove  an  unfurmountable  Bar. 

Cad. 
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Cad.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  Beck  -,  zounds !  you 
are  fo 

Spri.  Well,  but  hear  him  out,  Ma'am. 

Cape.  Confider  we  have  but  an  Inftant. 
What  Project?  What  Advice  ? 

Arab.  O  fye  !  You  would  be  aftiam'd  to  re 
ceive  Succour  from  a  weak  Woman  !  Poetry  is 
your  ProfefTion,  you  know  j  fo  that  Plots,  Con 
trivances,  and  all  the  Powers  of  Imagination, 
are  more  peculiarly  your  Province. 

Cape.  Is  this  a  Seafon  to  rally  ? 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  hold ;  afk  Mr.  Cape. 

Arab.  To  be  ferious  then  ;  if  you  have  any 
Point  to  gain  with  my  Brother,  your  Applica 
tion  muft  be  made  to  his  better  Part. 

Cape.  I  underfland  you ;  plough  with  the 
Heifer. 

Arab.  A  delicate  Allufion,  on  my  Word; 
but  take  this  Hint — Amongft  her  Paffions,  Ad 
miration,  or  rather  Adoration,  is  the  principal. 

Cape.  Oh  -,  that  is  her  Foible  ? 

Arab.  One  of  them ;  againft  that  Fort  you 
muft  plant  your  Batteries — But  here  they  are. 

Mrs.  Cad.  I  tell  you,  you  are  a  nonfenfeMan, 
and  I  won't  agree  to  any  fuch  Thing  :  Why 
what  fignifies  a  Parliament  Man  ?  You  make 
fuch  a  Rout  indeed. 

Cad.  Hold,  Becky,  my  Dear,  don't  be  in  a 
PalTion  now,  hold  3  let  us  reafon  the  Thing  a 
little,  my  Dear. 

Mrs.  Cad.  I  tell  you  I  won't ;  what's  the 
Man  an  Oafe  ?  I  won't  reafon,  I  hate  reafon, 
and  fo  there's  an  End  on't. 

Cad.  Why  then  you  are  obftinnte  ecod,  per- 
verfe,  hey  !  But  my  Dear,  new,  Becky,  that's  a 

C  4  good 
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good  Girl :   Hey  !  eome,  hold,  hold Egad, 

we'll  refer  it  to  Mr.  Cape' 

Mrs.  Cad.  Defer  it  to  who  you  will,  it  will 
fignify  nothing. 

Cape.  BJefs  me,  what's  the  Matter,  Madam  ? 
Sure,  Mr.  Cadwallader,  you  mud  have  been  to 
blame ;  no  inconfiderable  Matter  cou'd  have 
ruffled  the  natural  Softnefs  of  that  tender  and 
delicate  Mind. 

Arab.  Pretty  well  commenced. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  he's  always  a  Fool,  I  think ; 
he  wants  to  fend  our  little  Dicky  to  School,  and 
make  him  a  Parliament  Man. 

Cape.  How  old  is  Matter,  Ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Three  Years  and  a  Quarter,  come 
Lady-day. 

Cape.  The  Intention  is  rather  early. 
Cad.   Hey  !     early,   hold,  hold  -,     but   "Becky 9 
miftakes   the  Thing,    egad  I'll   tell   you    the 
whole  Affair. 

Mrs.  Cad.  You  had  better  hold  your  chat 
tering,  fo  you  had. 

Cad.  Nay,  prythee,  my  Dear ;  Mr.  Spright 
ly,  do,  flop  her  Mouth,  hold,  hold ;  the  Matter, 
Mr.  Cape*  is  this.  Have  you  ever  feen  my  Dicky  ? 

Cape.  Never. 

Qad.  No  ?  Hold,  hold,  egad  he's  a  fine,  a  fen- 
fible  Child  -,  1  tell  Becky  he's  like  her,  to  keep 
her  in  Humour;  but  between  you  and  I  he  has 
more  Senfe  already,  than  all  her  Family  put  to 
gether.  Hey!  Becky\  is  not  Dicky  the  Picture 
of  you?  He's  a  fweet  Child  !  Now,  Mr.  Cape, 
you  muft  know,  I  want  to  put  little  Dicky  to 
School ;  now  between — hey !  you,  hold,  you, 
hold,  the  great  Ufe  of  a  School  is,  hey  -!  egad, 

for 
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for  Children  to  make  Acquaintances,  that  may 
hereafter  be  ufeful  to  them;  for  between  you 
and  I,  as  to  what  they  learn  there,  does  not 
ijgnify  Two-pence. 

Cape.  Not  a  Farthing. 
Cad.  Does  it,  hey  ?  Now  this  is  our  Difpute, 
whether  poor  little  Dicky,  he's  a  fweet  Boy, 
fhall  go  to  Mr.  <%ua- Genius's  at  Edgware,  and 
rn£ke  an  Acquaintance  with  my  young  Lord 
Knap,  the  eldeft  Son  of  the  Earl  of  Prize,  or  to 
Doctor  Ticklepifchers  at  Barnet,  to  form  a 
Friendship  with  young  Slocks,  the  rich  Broker's 
only  Child. 

Cape.  And  for  which  does  the  Lady  deter 
mine  ? 

Cad.  Why  I  have  told  her  the  Cafe  ;  fays  T, 
Becky,  my  Dear;  who  knows,  if  Dicky  goes  to 
H^uce  Genius's,  but  my  Lord  Knap  may  take 
fuch  a  Fancy  to  him,  that  upon  the  Death  of 
his  Father,  and  he  comes  to  be  Earl  of  Prize, 
he  may  make  poor  little  Dicky  a  Member  of 
Parliament  ?  Hey  !  Cape  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  but  then  if  Dicky  goes  to 
tficklepitcbers  who  can  tell  but  young  Stocks, 
when  he  comes  to  his  Fortune,  may  lend  him 
Money  if  he  wants  it? 

Cad.  And  if  he  does  not  want  it,  he  won't 
.take  after  his  Father,  hey  !  Well,  what's  your 
Opinion,  Mailer  Cape  ? 

Cape.  Why  Sir,  I  can't  but  join  with  the 
Lady,  Money  is  the  main  Article ;  it  is  that 
that  makes  the  Mare  to  go. 

Cad.  Hey  !  egad,  and  the  Alderman  too, 
you ;  fo  Dicky  may  be  a  Member,  and  a  Fig 
for  my  Lord  :  Well,  Becky,  be  qi  iet,  he  fhall 
flick  to  Stocks. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  Cad.  Ay  let'n  j  I  was  fure  as  how  I 
was  right. 

Cad.  Well,  hufa  Becky.  Mr.  Caff,  will  you 
cat  a  Bit  with  us  to-day,  hey  !  will  you  ? 

Cape.  You  command  me. 

Cad.  That's  kind ;  why  then  Becky  and  Bell 
fhall  ftep  and  order  the  Cook  to  tots  up  a  little, 
nice — Hey !  will  you,  Becky  ?  Do,  and  I'll 
bring  Cape. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart.  Well, 
Mr.  Wbat-£ye-cairwnt  the  Poet;  ecod  the 
Man's  well  enough — Your  Servant. 

Cape.  'I  am  a  little  too  much  in  Difhabille, 
to  offer  your  Ladymip  my  Hand  to  your  Coach. 

Cad.  Pmaw  !  never  mind,  I'll  do  it — Here 
you  have  Company  coming. 

(Exeunt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cad.  and  Arab. 

Enter  GOVERNOR  and  ROBIN. 

Cape.  Ah,  Mafter  Robin  \ 

Robin.  Why,  you  have  a  great  Levee  this 
Morning,  Sir. 

Cape.  Ay  Robin,  there's  no  obfcuring  ex2- 
traordinary  Talents. 

Rob.  True,  Sir;  and  this  Friend  of  mine 
begs  to  claim  the  Benefit  of  them. 

Cape.  Any  Friend  of  yours  :  But  how  can  I 
be  ferviceable  to  him  ? 

Rob.  Why,  Sir,  he  is  lately  return'd  from  a 
profitable  Government;  and,  as  you  know  the 
unfatisfied  Mind  of  Man,  no  iboner  is  one  Ob- 
jecl  pofTefs'd,  but  another  ftarts  up  to 

Cape.  A  Truce  to  moralizing,  dear  Robin > 
to  the  Matter ;  I  am  a  little  bufy. 

Rob. 
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'Rob.  In  a  Word  then,  this  Gentleman, 
having  a  good  deal  of  Wealth,  is  defirous  of  a 
little  Honour. 

Cape.  How  can  I  confer  it  ? 

Rob.  Your  Pen  may. 

Cape.  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Rob.  Why  touch  him  up  a  handfome  com 
plimentary  Addrefs  from  his  Colony,  by  Way  of 
praiiing  the  Prudence  of  his  Administration, 
his  Juftice,  Valour,  Benevolence,  and 

Cape.  I  am  forry  'tis  impoftible  for  me  now 
to  mifunderftand  you.  'I  he  Obligations  I  owe 
you,  Robin,  nothing  can  cancel  ;  otherwife, 

this  wou'd  prove  our  laft  Interview. Your 

Friend,  Sir,  has  been  a  little  miftaken,  in  re 
commending  me  as  a  Perfon  fit  for  your  Purpofe. 
Letters  have  been  always  my  Paflion,  and  indeed 
are  now  my  Profefiion  j  but  tho'  I  am  the 
Servant  of  the  Public,  I  am  not  the  Proftitute 
of  Particulars  :  As  my  Pen  has  never  been 
ting'd  with  Gall,  to  gratify  popular  Refent- 
ment,  or  private  Pique,  fo  it  mall  never  facrifice 
its  Integrity  to  flatter  Pride,  impofe  Falmood, 
or  palliate  Guilt.  Your  Merit  may  be  great, 
but  let  thofe,  Sir,  be  thev  Heralds  of  your 
Worth,  who  are  better  acquainted  with  it. 

Gov.  Young  Man,  I  like  your  Principles  and 
Spirit ;  your  manly  Refufhl  gives  me  more 
Pleafure,  than  any  Honors  your  Papers  cou'd 
have  procured  me. 

Spri.  Now  this  Bufinefs  is  difpatch'd,  let  us 

return  to  our   own  Affairs You    dine    at 

CadwaJlader's  ? 

Cape.  I  do. 

Spri. 
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Spri.  Wou'd  it  not  be  convenient  to  you,  to 
have  him  out  of  the  Way  ? 

Cape.  Extremely. 

Spri.  I  have  a  Project,  that  I  think  will 
prevail. 

Cape.  Of  what  kind  ? 

Spri.  Bordering  upon  the  Dramatic ;  but  the 
Time  is  fo  preffing,  I  (hall  be  at  a  lofs  to  pro 
cure  Performers.  Let's  fee — Robin  is  a  fure 

Card A  Principal  may  eafily  be  met  with, 

but  where  the  Duce  can  I  get  an  Interpreter  ? 

Rob.  Offer  yourfelf,  Sir;  it  will  give  you  an 
Opportunity  of  more  clofely  infpecting  the 
Conduct  of  your  Son. 

Gov.  True.  Sir,  tho'  a  Scheme  of  this  Sort 
may  ill  fuit  with  my  Character  and  Time  of 
Life,  yet  from  a  private  Intereft  I  take  in  that 
Gentleman's  Affairs,  if  the  Means  are  honour 
able 

Spri.  Innocent  upon  my  Credit. 

Gov.  Why  then,  Sir,  I  have  no  Objection, 
if  you  think  me  equal  to  the  Tafk 

Spri.  Moil  happily  fitted  for  it.  I  fhou'd  not 
have  taken  the  Liberty — but  hufh !  He's  re- 
turn'd. 

Enter  CADWALLADER. 

Spri.  My  dear  Friend!  the  luckieft  Cir- 
cumftance  ! 

Cad.  Hey  !  how  ?  Stay,  hey  ! 

Spri.  You  fee  that  Gentleman  ? 

Cad.  Well,  hey  ! 

Spri.  Do  you  know  who  he  is  ? 

Cad.  Not  I. 

Spri.  He  is  Interpreter  to  Prince  Potowowjky. 

Cad.  Wowjky  ?  Who  the  Devil  is  he  ? 

Spri. 
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Spri.  Why  the  Tartarian  Prince,  that's  come 
over  Ambaffador  from  the  Cham  of  the  Cal- 
mucks. 

Cad.  Indeed  ! 

Spri.  His  Highnefs  has  juft  fent  me  an  In 
vitation  to  dine  with  him ;  now  every  body 
that  dines  with  a  Tartarian  Lord,  has  a  Right 
to  carry  with  him  what  the  Latins  call'd  his 
Umbra-,  in  their  Language  it  is  Jablanoujky. 

Cad.  Jablanoujky  \   well  ? 

Spri.  Now  if  you  will  go  in  that  Capacity, 
I  mall  be  glad  of  the  Honour. 

Cad.  Hey  !  why  wou'd  you  carry  me  to  dine 
with  his  Royal  Highnefs  ? 

Spri.  With  Pleafure. 

Cad.  My  dear  Friend,  I  (hall  take  it  as  the 

greateft  Favour,  the  greateft  Obligation 1 

{hall  never  be  able  to  return  it. 

Spri.   Don't  mention  it. 

Cad.  Hey  \  but  hold,  hold,  how  the  Devil 
fhall  I  get  off  with  the  Poet  ?  You  know  I 
have  afk'd  him  to  Dinner. 

Spri.  Oh,  the  Occafion  will  be  Apology 
fufficient;  beiides,  there  will  be  the  Ladies  to 
receive  him. 

Cad.  My  dear  Mr.  Cape,  I  beg  ten  thoufand 
Pardons,  but  here  your  Friend  is  invited  to 

Dinner  with  Prince what  the  Devil  is  his 

Name  ? 

Spri.  Potowoiv/ki. 

Cad.  True ;  now,  Sir,  ecod  he  has  been  fp 
kind  as  to  offer  to  carry  me  as  his  Jablanoujky, 
wou'd  you  be  fo  good  to  excufe— 

&afe.  By  all  means  -,  not  a  Word,  I  beg. 
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Cad.  That  is  exceeding  kind ;  I'll  come  to 
you  after  Dinner ;  hey  !  ilay,  but  is  there  any 
Ceremony  to  be  ufed  with  his  Highnefs  ? 

Spri.  You  dine  upon  Carpets,  crofs-legg'd. 

Cad,  Hey  !  hold,  hold,  crofs-legg'd,  Zounds! 
that's  odd,  well,  well,  you  mail  teach  me. 

Spri.  And  his  Highnefs  is  particularly  pleafed 
with  thofe  amongft  his  Guefts  that  do  honour 
to  his  country  Soup. 

Cad.  Oh  !  let  me  alone  for  that  •>  but  fliould 
not  I  drefs  ? 

Spri.  No,  there's  no  Occafion  for  it. 

Cad.  Dear  Friend,  forgive  me;  nothing 
fhould  take  me  from  you,  but  being  a  Hobblin 
Wijky.  Well,  I'll  go  and  ftudy  to  fit  crofs- 
legg'd,  'till  you  call  me. 

Spri.  Do  fo. 

Cad.  His  Highnefs  Potowow/ky  !  This  is  the 
luckieft  Accident !  (Exit. 

Cafe.  Hah  !  hah !  hah !  but  how  will  you 
conduct  your  Enterprize  ? 

Spri.  We'll  carry  him  to  your  Friend  Ra&in's ; 
drefs  up  one  of  the  under  Actors  in  a  ridiculous 
Habit;  this  Gentleman  fhall  talk  a  little  Gibbe- 
rifh  with  him.  I'll  compofe  a  Soup  of  fome  nau- 
feous  Ingredients;  let  me  alone  to  manage.  But 
do  youchufe,  Sir,  the  Part  we  have  affign'd  ? 

Gov.  As  it  feems  to  be  but  a  harmlefs  Piece 
of  Mirth,  I  have  no  objection. 

Spri.  Well  then  let  us  about  it ;    come,  Sir, 

Cape.  Mr.  Sprightly  / 

Spri.  What's  the  Matter  ? 

Cape.  Wou'd  it  not  be  right  to  be  a  little 
fpruce,  a  little  fmart  upon  this  Occafion  ? 

Sfri* 
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Spn.  No  doubt;  drefs,  drefs,  Man;  no  Time 
is  to  be  loft. 

Cape.  Well,  but  Jack,  I  cannot  fay  that  at 
prefent  I ' 

Spri.  Prythee  explain.  What  would  you  fay  ? 

Cape.  Why  then,  I  cannot  fay,  that  I  have 
any  other  Garments  at  Home. 

Spri.  Oh,  I  underftand  you,  is  that  all  ? 
Here,  here,  take  my 

Cape.  Dear  Sprightly,  I  am  quite  afhamed, 
and  forry. 

Spri.  That's  not  fo  obliging,  George;  what, 

forry  to  give  me  the  greateft  Pleafure  that • 

But  I  have  no  time  for  Speeches  ;  I  muft  run  to 
get  ready  my  Soup.  Come,  Gentlemen. 

Rob.  Did  you  obferve,  Sir  ? 

Gov.  Moft  feelingly  !  But  it  will  foon  be 
over. 

Rob.  Courage,  Sir  j  Times  perhaps  may 
change. 

Cape.  A  poor  Profpeft,  Robin  /  But  this 
Scheme  of  Life  at  leaft  muft  be  changed  -,  for 
what  Spirit,  .with  the  leaft  Spark  of  Gene- 
roiity,  can  fupport  a  Life  of  eternal  Obliga-r 
ttion,  and  difagreeable  Drudgery  ?  Inclination 
not  confulted,  Genius  cramp'd,  and  Talents 
mifapply'd. 

What  Profpedl  have  thofe  Authors  to  be  read, 
Whofe  daily  Writings  earn  their  daily  Bread  ? 

(Exeunt, 
i 

End  of  the  Firft  Ad. 

ACT  II, 
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Young   CAPE  and  Mrs.  CADWALLADER 
at   Cards. 

Mrs.  ?  *y  QU  v/ant  four,  and  I  two,  and 

Cad.  S  my  Deal  :  Now,  Knave  noddy 

—  —  no,  Hearts  be  Trumps. 

Cape.  I  beg. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Will  you  ftock  'em  ? 

Cape.  Go  on,  if  you  pleafe,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hearts  again  —  One,  two,  three; 
one,  two,  —  hang  'em,  they  won't  flip,  three. 
Diamonds  —  .  —  the  two:  Have  your  higher  than 
the  Queen  ? 

Cape.   No,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Then  there's  higheft  —  -and  low- 
eft,  by  Gofh.  Games  are  even  -,  you  are  to  deal. 

Cage.  Pihaw,  hang  Cards;  there  are  other 
Amufements  better  fuited  to  a  tete-a  tete,  than 
any  the  four  Aces  can  afford  us. 

Mrs.  Cad.  What  Palmes  be  they  ?  -  We 
ben't  enough  for  Hunt  the  Whittle,  nor  Blind- 
Man's  Buff:  but  I'll  call  our  Bell,  and"  Robin 
the  Butler.  Dicky  will  be  here  an  Bye. 

Cape.  Hold  a  Minute.  J  have  a  Game  to 
propofe,  where  the  Prefence  of  a  third  Perfon, 
efpecially  Mr.  Cadwallader's,  wou'd  totally  ruin 
the  Sport. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  what  can  that  be  ? 

Cape.  Can't  you  guefs  ? 

Mr*.  Cad.  NoJ  1  5  Queftions  and  Commands, 
mayhap. 
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.  Not  absolutely  that  -  fome  little  Re- 
femblance  ;  for  I  am  to  requeft,  and  you  are  to 
command. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Oh  daify  !  that's  charming,  I  ne 
ver  play'd  at  that  in  all  my  born  Days  ;  come, 
begin  then, 

Cafe.  Can  you  love  me  ? 

Mrs.Cad.  Loveyou!  But  isitinjeftorearneft  ? 

Cape.  That  is  as  you  pleafe  to  determine. 

Mrs.  Cad.  But  mayn't  I  afk  you  Queflions 
too  ? 

Cape.  Doubtlefs. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  then  do  you  love  Me  ? 

Cape.  With  all  my  Soul. 

Mrs.  Cad.   Upon  your  Sayfo. 

Cape.  Upon  my  Sayfo. 

Mrs.  Cad.  I'm  glad  on't  with  all  my  Heart. 
This  is  the  rareft  Paftime  ! 

Cape.  But  you  have  notanfwer'd  my  Queftion. 

Mrj.  Cad.  Hey  ?  that's  true.  Why  I  believe 
there's  no  Love  loft. 

Cape  .  So  ;  our  Game  will  foon  be  over  ;  I 
(hall  be  up  at  a  Deal.  I  wifh  I  mayn't  be  en- 
gag'd  to  play  deeper  here  than  I  intended  tho'. 


Mrs.  Cad.  Well,  now  'tis  your  Turn. 

Cape.  True  j  aye  \  but  zooks  you  are  too 
hafty  ;  the  Pleafure  of  this  Play,  like  Hunting, 
does  not  conlift  in  immediately  chopping  the 
Prey. 

Mrs-.  Cad.  No  !  How  then  ? 

Cape.  Why  firfl  I  am  to  ftart  you,  then  run 
you  a  little  in  View,  then  lofe  you,  then  un- 

D  ravel 
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ravel  all  the  Tricks  an<J  Doubles  you  make  to 
efcape  me. 

Youfy  oer  Hedge  and  Stile, 
I  purfuefor  many  a  Mile, 
You  grow  tird  at  loft  and  quat, 
Then  I  catch  you,  and  all  that. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Dear  me,  there's  a  deal  on't !  I 
fhall  never  be  able  to  hold  out  long ,  I  had 
rather  be  taken  in  View. 

Cape.   I  believe  you. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Well,  come,  begin  and  ftart  me, 
that  I  may  come  the  fooner  to  quatting — Hufli  ! 
here's  Sifter;  what  the  Deuce  brought  her?  Bell 
will  be  for  learning  this  Game  too,  but  don't 
you  teach  her  for  your  Life,  Mr.  Poet. 

Enter   ARABELLA. 

Arab.  Your  Mantua-maker,  with  your  new 
Sack,  Sifter. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Is  that  all  ?  She  might  have 
ftay'd  I  think. 

Arab.  What  ?  You  were  better  engaged  ? 
But  don't  be  angry,  I  am  forry  I  interrupted 
you. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hey  !  Now  will  I  be  hang'd  if  me 
be'nt  jealous  of  Mr.  Poet-,  but  I'll  liften,  and 
fee  the  End  on't,  I'm  refolved.  (AJide  and  Exit. 

Arab.  Are  you  concern'd  at  the  Interruption 
too? 

Cape.  It  was  a  very  feafonable  one,  I  pro- 
mife  you;  had  you  ftay'd  a  little  longer,  I  don't 
know  what  might  have  been  the  Confequence. 

Arab.  No  Danger  to  your  Perfcn,  I  hope. 

Cafe. 


Cape.  Some  little  Attacks  upon  it. 

Arab.  Which  were  as  feebly  refitted. 

Cape.  Why,  confider,  my  dear  Belli  tho* 
your  Sifter  is  a  Fool,  (he  is  a  fine  Woman,  and 
Flem  is  frail. 

Arab.  Dears*///  And  Flem  is  frail!  We 
are  grown  ftrangely  familiar,  I  think. 

Cape.  Heydey  !  In  what  Corner  fits  the  Wind 
now  ? 

Arab.  Where  it  may  poffibly  blow  ftrong 
enough  to  overfet  your  Hopes. 

Cape.  That  a  Breeze  of  your  Breath  can  do. 

Arab.  Affected  ! 

Cape.  You  are  obliging  Madam  ;  but  pray, 
what  is  the  Meaning  of  all  this  ? 

Arab.  Afk  your  own  guilty  Confcience. 

Cape.  Were  I  inclined  to  flatter  mytelf,  this 
little  Paffion  wou'd  be  no  bad  Prefage. 

Arab.  You  may  prove  a  falfe  Prophet. 

Cape.  Let  me  die,  if  I  know  what  to — But 
to  defcend  to  a  little  common  Senfe;  what 
Part  of  my  Conduct 

Arab.  Look'e,  Mr.  Cape,  all  Explanations 
are  unnecefTary  :  I  have  been  lucky  enough  to 
difcover  your  Difpofition  before  it  is  too  late; 
and  fo  you  know  there's  no  Occafion — hut 
however,  I'll  not  be  any  impediment  to  you; 
my  Sifter  will  be  back  immediately  ;  I  fuppoie 
my  Prefence  will  only — But  coniider,  Sir,  I 
have  a  Brother's  Honour 

Cape.  Which  is  as  fafe  from  me,  as  if  it  was 
lock'd  up  in  your  Brother's  Clofet :  But  t'ure- 
ly,  Madam,  you  are  a  little  capricious^  here  ; 
have  I  done  any  thing  but  obey  your  Di 
rections  ? 

D    2  Arab. 
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Arab.  That  was  founded  upon  a  SuppofitioH 
that *-but  no  matter. 

Cape.  That  what  ? 

Arab.  Why,  I  was  weak  enough  to  believe, 
what  you  was  wicked  enough  to  protefl 

Cape.  That  I  loved  you  j  and  what  Reafon 
have  I  given  you  to  doubt  it  ? 

Arab.  A  pretty  Situation  I  found  you  in  at 
my  Entrance. 

Cape.  An  aflumed  Warmth,  for  the  better 
concealing  the  Fraud. 

Mrs.  Cad.  What'*  that  ?       (AJide,  UJlening. 

Cape.  Surely  if  you  doubted  my  Conftancy, 
you  muft  have  a  better  Opinion  of  my  Under- 
ftanding. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Mighty  well.  (Afide. 

Cape.  What  an  Ideot,  a  Driveller  !  no  Con- 
iideration  upon  Earth,  but  my  paving  the  Way 
to  the  PofTeffion  of  you,  could  have  prevail'd 
upon  me  to  fupport  her  Folly  a  Minute. 

Enter    Mrs.  CADWALLADER. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Soh  !  Mr.  Poet,  you  are  a  pretty 
Gentleman,  indeed;  ecod,  I'm  glad  I  have 
caught  you.  I'm  not  fuch  a  Fool  as  you  think 
for,  Man  ;  but  here  will  be  Dicky  prefently,  he 
mall  hear  of  your  Tricks,  he  mall :  I'll  let  him 
know  what  a  pretty  Perfon  he  has  got  in  his 
Houfe. 

Cape.  There's  no  parrying  this ;  had  not  I 
better  decamp. 

Arab.  And  leave  me  to  the  Mercy  of  the 
Enemy  :  My  Brother's  Temper  is  fo  odd,  there's 
no  knowing  in  what  Light  he'll  fee  this. 

Mrs.  Cad. 
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Mrs.  Cad.  Oh,  he's  below,  I  hear  him. 
Now  we  mall  hear  what  he'll  fay  to  you, 
Madam. 

Enter  CADWALLADER,   GOVERNOR, 
SPRIGHTLY   and  ROBIN. 

Cad.  No,  pray  walk  in,  Mr.  Interpreter, 
between  you  and  I,  I  like  his  Royal  High- 
nefs  mightily;  he's  a  polite,  pretty,  well-bred 
Gentleman — — but  damn  his  Soup. 

Gov.  Why,  Sir,  you  eat  as  if  you  lik'd  it. 

Cad.  Lik'd  it !  hey,  egad,  I  would  not  eat 
another  Mefs  to  be  his  Matter's  prime  Minifter; 
as  bitter  as  Gall,  and  as  black  as  my  Hat;  and 
there  have  I  been  fitting  thefe  two  Hours  with 
my  legs  under  me  'till  they  are  both  as  dead 
as  a  Herring. 

Cape.  Your  Dinner  difpleas'd  you  ? 

Cad.  Difpleas'd  !  hey  !  Look'e,  Mr.  Spright 
ly,  I'm  mightily  obliged  to  you  for  the  Honour; 
but  hold,  hold,  you  (hall  never  perfuade  me  to 
be  a  Hobblinwifky  again,  if  the  great  Cham  of 
the  Calmucks  were  to  come  over  himfelf.  Hey  ! 
and  what  a  damn'd  Language  has  he  got  ?  Whee, 
haw,  haw!  but  you  fpeak  it  very  fluently. 

Gov.  I  was  long  relident  in  the  Country. 

Cad,  May  be  fo,  bat  he  feems  to  fpeak  it 
better  ;  you  have  a  foreign  kind  of  an  Accent, 
you  don't  found  it  through  the  Nofe  fo  well  as 
he.  Hey !  well  Becky,  what,  and  how  have 
you  entertain'd  Mr,  Cape  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Oh  !  here  have  been  fine  Doings 
fmce  you  have  been  gone. 

Cafe.  So,  now  comes  on  the  Storm. 

D  3  Cad* 
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Cad.  Hey !  hold,  hold,  what  has  been  the 
Matter  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Matter !  why  the  Devil  is  in 
the  Poet,  I  think. 

Cad.  The  Devil!   hold. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  here  he  has  been  making 
Love  to  me  like  bewitch'd. 

Cad.   How,  which  Way  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  fome  on't  was  out  of  his 
Poetry,  I  think. 

Cad.  Hey  !  hold,  hold,  egad  I  believe  he's  a 
little  mad  ;  this  Morning  he  took  me  for  King 
Vurnus,  you;  now  who  can  tell,  but  this  Af 
ternoon  he  may  take  you  for  Queen  Dido  ? 

Mrs.  Cad,  And  there  he  told  me  I  was  to  run, 
and  to  double,  and  quat,  and  there  he  was  to 
catch  me,  and  all  that. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  catch  you  ?  Mr.  Cape,  I 
take  it  very  unkindly ;  it  was,  d'ye  fee,  a  very 
unfriendly  Thing  to  make  Love  to  Becky  in 
my  Abfence. 

Cape.  But,  Sir. 

Cad.  And  it  was  the  more  ungenerous,  Mr. 
Cape,  to  take  this  Advantage,  as  you  know  (he 
is  but  a  foolifli  Woman. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  me  ;  who  am  but  a  foolifh 
Woman. 

Cape.  But  hear  me. 

Cad.  A  poor  ignorant,  illiterate,  poor  Becky  \ 
And  for  a  Man  of  your  Parts  to  attack 

Cape.  There's  no •— 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  ecod  it  is  juft  as  if  the 
Grand  SigKor,  at  the  Head  of  his  Janifaries, 
was  to  kjck  a  Chimney-fweeper. 
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Mrs.  Cad.  Hey !  what's  that  you  fay,  Dicky ; 
what,  be  I  like  a  Chimney-fweeper  ? 

Cad.  Hey!  hold,  hold.  Zounds !  no,  Becks 
hey  !  no  :  That's  only  by  Way  of  Simile,  to  let 
him  fee  I  underfland  your  Tropes,  and  Figures, 
as  well  as  himfelf,  egad  !  and  therefore • 

Spri.  Nay,  but  Mr.  Cadwallader 

•  Cad.  Don't  mention  it,  Mr.  Sprightly,  he  is 
the  firft  Poet  I  ever  had  in  my  Houfe,  except 
the  Bellman  for  a  Chriftmas-box. 

Spri.  Good  Sir. 

Cad.  And  hold,  hold;  I  am  refolved  he  {hall 
be  the  laft. 

Spri.  I  have  but  one  Way  to  filence  him. 

Cad.  And  let  me  tell  you 

Spri.  Nay,  Sir,  if  I  muft  tell  him ;  he  owes 
his  Reception  here  to  my  Recommendation ; 
any  abufe  of  your  Goodnefs,  any  Breach  of 
Hofpitality  here,  he  is  anfwerable  to  me  for. 

Cad.  Hey  !  hold,  hold,  fo  he  is,  ecod  -3  at 
him  ;  give  it  him  home. 

Spri.  Ungrateful  Monfter  !  and  is  this  your 
Return  for  the  open,  generous  Treatment 

Mrs,  Cad.  As  good  fry'd  Cow-heel,  with  a 
roaft  Fowl  and  Saufages,  as  ever  came  toaTable. 

Cad.  Hum,  Beck,  hufli ! 

Spri.  And  cou'd  you  find  no  other  Objedr, 
but  Mr.  Cadwallader-,  a  Man,  perhaps.  poiTefs'd 
of  a  Genius  fuperior  to  your  own— — - 

Cad.  If  I  had  had  a  Univerfity  Education — 

Spri.  And  of  a  Family  as  old  as  the  Creation. 

Cad.  Older  ;  Beck,  fetch  the  Pedigree. 

Spri.  Thus  far  relates  to  this  Gentleman  ; 
but  now,  Sir,  what  Apology  can  you  makernea 
who  was  your  Paflport,  your  Security  ? 

D  4  Cad. 
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Cad.  Zounds,  none  ;  fight  him. 

Spri.  Fight  him  ? 

Cad.  Ay,  do;  J'd  fight  him  myfelf,  if  I  had 
not  had  the  Meafles  laft  Winter  -,  but  flay  till 
I  get  out  of  the  Room. 

Spri.  No,  he's  fure  of  a  Protection  here,  the 
Prefence  of  the  Ladies. 

Cad.  P/haw,  Pox !  they  belong  to  the  Fa- 
miJy,  never  mind  them. 

Spri.  Well,  Sir,  are  you  dumb  ?  No  Excufe  ? 
No  Palliation  ? 

Cad.  Ay,  no  Palliation  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  no  Tribulation  ?  It's  a  Shame* 
fo  it  is. 

Cape.  When  I  have  leave  to  fpeak- 

Cad.  Speak  !  what  the  Devil  can  you  fay  ? 

Cape.  Nay,  Sir 

Spri.  Let's  hear  him,  Mr.  Cadwal/ader,  how 
ever. 

Cad.  Hold,   hold ;  come,  begin  then. 

Cape.  And  firft  to  you  Mr.  Sprightly,  as  you 
feen  mofl  interefted;  pray  does  this  Charge 
correfpond  with  any  other  Action  of  my  Life, 
iince  I  have  had  the  honour  to  know  you  ? — 

Spri.  Indeed,  I  can't  fay  that  I  recollect,  but 
fHll  as  the  Scholiafts  fays  —  Nemo,  repente  fuit 
tiirpijjimus . 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  what's  that  ? 
Spri.  Why,  that  is  as  much  as  to  fay,   this 
;s  bad  enough. 

Mrs.  Cad.  By  Qofh  !  and  fo  it  is. 

Cad.  Ecod,  and  fo  it  is :  Speak  a  little  more 
Latin  to  him;  if  I  had  been  bred  at  the  Uni- 
veriity,  you  fhou'd  have  it  both  Sides  of  your 
Ears. 
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Cape.  A  little  Patience,  Gentlemen  ;  now, 
to  you ;  you  were  pleafed  yourfelf  to  drop  a 
few  Hints  of  your  Lady's  Weaknefs;  might 
not  /he  take  too  ferioufly,  what  was  meant  as  a 
mere  Matter  of  Merriment  ? 

Cad.  Hey!  hold,  hold. 

Spri.  A  paltry  Excufe ;  can  any  Woman  be 
fuch  a  Fool  as  not  to  know  when  a  Man  has  3, 
Pefign  upon  her  Perfon  ? 

Cad.  Anfwer  that  Mr.  Cafe,  hey !  Anfwer 
that. 

Cape.  I  can  only  anfwer  for  the  Innocency 
of  my  own  Intentions ;  may  not  your  Lady, 
apprehenfive  of  my  becoming  too  great  a  Fa 
vourite,  contrive  this  Charge  with  a  View  of 
deilroying  the  Connexion- 

Spri.  Connexion ! 

Cad.  Hey  !  hold,  hold,  Connexion. 

Spri.  There's  fomething  in  that 

Cad.  Hey  !  is  there?  Hold,  hold,  hey!  egad, 
he  is  right—: — You're  right,  Mr.  Cafe',  hold, 
Becky,  my  Dear,  how  the  Devil  cou'd  you  be 
fo  wicked,  hey  !  Child ;  ecod,  hold,  hold, 
how  could  you  have  the  Wickednefs  to  attempt 
(o  deftroy  the  Connexion  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.    I  don't  know  what  you  fay. 

CW.  D'ye  hear  ?  You  are  an  Incendiary,  but 
you  have  mifs'd  your  Point;  the  Connexion 
(hall  be  only  the  ftronger  :  My  dear  Friend,  J 
t>eg  ten  thoufar>d  Pardons,  I  was  too  hafty ;  but 
ecod,  Beckys  to  bjame. 

Cape.  The  Return  of  your  Favour  has  ef-r 
faced  every  other  Impreflion. 

There's  a  good-natured  Creature! 
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Cape.  But  if  you  have  the  leaft  Doubts  re 
maining,  this  Lady,  your  Sifter,  I  believe,  will 
do  me  the  Juitice  to  own 

Mrs.  Cad.  Ay,  aik  my  Fellow,  if  I  be  a 
Thief. 

Gad.   What  the  Devil  is  Becky  at  now  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.   She's  as  bad  as  he. 

Cad.  Bad  as  he?  Hey!  how;  what  the 
Devil,  me  did  not  make  Love  to  you  too  ? 
Stop,  hey  !  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  no,  Foolifh,  but  you  are  al 
ways  running. on  with  your  Riggmonrowles, 
and  won't  itay  to  hear  a  Body's  Story  out. 

Cad.  Well,   Beck,   come  let's  have  it. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Be  quiet  then  ;  why,  as  I  was 
telling  you,  firft  he  made  Love  to'  me,  and 
wanted  me  to  be  a  Hare. 

Cad.  A  Hare  !  hold,  ecod,  that  was  whim- 
iical  -,  a  Hare!  hey!  oh  ecod,  that  might  be 
becaufe  he  thought  you  a  little  hair-brain'd  al 
ready  :  Becky,  a  clamn'd  good  Story.  Well, 
Beck,  go  on,  let's  have  it  out. 

Mrs.  Cad.  No,  I  won't  tell  you  no  more,  fo 
I  won't. 

Cad.  Nay,  prythee,  Beck. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hold  your  Tongue  then  :  And  fo 
there  he  was  going  on  with  his  Nonfenfe,  and 
fo  in  come  our  Bell;  and  fo 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  Becky;  damn  yourSo's; 
go  on,  Child,  but  leave  out  your  So's ;  its  a 
low—  —hold,  hold,  vulgar but  go  on. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Why  how  can  I  go  on,  when 
you  ftop  me  every  Minute  ?  Well,  and  then 
pur  Bell  came  in  and  interrupted  him,  and 

me* 
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Bethought    flie    looked    very    frumpifh   and 
jealous. 

Cad,   Well. 

Mrs.  Cad.  And  fo  I  went  out  and  liften'd. 

Cad.  So,  what  you  (laid  and  liften'd  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.   No  -,   I  tell  you  upon  my  flaying, 

(he  went  out;    no upon  my  going  out,  me 

ftaid. 

Cad.  This  is  a  damn'd  blind  Story,  but  go 
on,  Beck. 

Mrs.  Cad.  And  then  at  firfr.  fhe  fcolded  him 
roundly  for  making  Love  to  me  j  and  then  he 
faid  as  how  fhe  advifed  him  to  it ;  and  then  fhe 
faid  no  j  and  then  he  faid 

Cad.  Hold,  hold  -,  we  fhall  never  underfland 
g.11  thefe  He's  and  She's  j  this  may  all  be  very 
true,  Becky  but,  hold,  hold;  as  I  hope  to  be 
faved,  thou  art  the  worft  Teller  of  a  Story 

Mrs.  Cad.  Well,  I  have  but  a  Word  more  j 
and  then  he  faid  as  how  I  was  a  great  Fool. 

Cad.  Not  much  miftaken  in  that.     ( Afide.) 

Mrs.  Cad.  And  that  he  wou'd  not  have 
ftay'd  with  Me  a  Minute,  but  to  pave  the  Way 
to  the  Poffeffion  of  She. 

Cad.  Well,  Beck,  well  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Andfo —that's  all. 

Cad.  Make  Love  to  Her,  in  Order  to  get 
Pofieflion  of  You  ? 

Mrs.  Cad.  Love  to  Me,  in  order  to  get  She. 

Cad.  Hey  !   Oh,  now  I  begin  to  underfland. 

Hey  !    What's   this  true,  Bell  ?    Hey  !    Hold, 

hold,   hold ;    ecod,  I  begin  to   fmofce,    hey  ! 

Mr.  Cape  ? 

Cafe.  How  fhall  I  aft  ? 

Rot,  Own  it,  Sir,  I  have  a  Reafon., 

Cfeft 
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Cad.  Well,  what  fay  you,  Mr.  Cape  ?  Let's 
have  it,  without  Equivocation  ;  or,  hold,  hold, 
hold,  mental  Refervation.  Guilty,  or  not  ? 

Cape.  Of  what,   Sir  ? 

Cad.  Of  what  ?  Hold,  hold,  of  making 
Love  to  Bell. 

Cape.  Guilty, 

Cad.  Hey  !  how  ?  Hold,  Zounds !  No,  what 
not  with  an  Intention  to  marrv  her  ? 

j 

Cape.  With  the  Lady's  Approbation,  an4 
your  kind  Confent. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  what  my  Confent  to  mar 
ry  You  ? 

Cafe.  Ay,  Sir. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  what  our  Btll?  To 
mix  the  Blood  of  the  Cadwalladers  with  the 
Fuddle  of  a  Poet  ? 

Cape.  Sir? 

Cad.  A  petty,  paltry,  ragged,  rhjming— — • 

Spri.  But  Mr.- 


Cad.  A  fcribbling,  hold,  hold,  hold- 


Garretteer  ?  that  has  no  more  Cloaths  than 
Backs,  no  more  Heads  than  Hats,  and  no 
Shoes  to  his  Feet. 

Spri.  Nay,    but 

Cad.  The  Offspring  of  a  Dunghill !  Born  in 
a  Cellar,  hold,  hold,  and  living  in  a  Garret  $ 
a  Fungus,  a  Mumroom. 

Cape.   Sir,   my  Family^ — - 

Cad.  Your  Family!  Hold,  hold,  hold,  Peter, 

fetch   the  Pedigree;    I'll   ihew    you -Your 

Family  !  a  little  obfcure -hold,  hold,  I  don't 

believe  you  ever  had  a  Grandfather, 

Enter 
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Enter   PETER  'with  the  Pedigree. 

There  it  is ;  there  j  Peter,  help  me  to  ftretch 
it  out :  There's  feven  Yards  more  of  Lineala, 
befrdes  three  of  Collaterals,  that  I  expert  next 
Monday  from  the  Herald's  Office ;  d'ye  fee,  Mr. 
Sprightly  ? 

Spri.  Prodigious  ! 

Cad.  Nay,  but  look'e,  there's  Welch  Princes, 
and  Ambaffadors,  and  Kings  of  Scotland,  and 
Members  of  Parliament :  Hold,  hold,  ecod, 
I  no  more  mind  an  Earl  or  a  Lord  in  my  Pedi 
gree,  hold,  hold,  than  Kouli  Khan  wou'd  a 
Serjeant  in  the  Train'd  Bands. 

Spri.  An  amazing  Defcent ! 

Cad.  Hey,  is  it  not  ?  And  for  this  low, 
loufy  Son  of  a  Shoe-maker,  to  talk  of  Families 
~— hold,  hold,  get  out  of  my  Houfe. 

Roh.  Now  is  your  Time,   Sir. 

Cad.  Mr.  Sprightly,   turn  him  out. 

Gov.  Stop,  Sir,  I  have  a  Secret  to  difclofe, 
that  may  make  you  alter  your  Intentions. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold  :    how,    Mr.  Interpreter  ? 

Gov.  You  are  now  to  regard  that  young 
Man  in  a  very  different  Light,  and  confiderhim 
as  my  Son. 

Cape.  Your  Son,   Sir  ? 

Gov.   In  a  Moment,   George,    the  MyflerieSi 
(hall  be  explain'd. 

Cad.  Your  Son  ?  Hold,  hold  j  and  what 
then  ? 

Gov.  Then  !  Why  then  he  is  no  longer  the 
Scribbler,  the  Mufhroom  you  have  defcribed, 
but  of  Birth  and  Fortune  equal  to  your  own. 

Cad. 
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Cad.  What!  the  Son  of  an  Interpreter  equal 
to  Me  !  A  Fellow  that  trudges  about,  teaching 
of  Languages  to  foreign  Counts  ! 

Gov.  A  Teacher  of  Languages  ! 

Cad.  Stay  ;  ecod,  a  Runner  to  Monfieurs  and 
Marquifles  ! 

Spri.  You  are  miftaken,   Sir. 

Cad.  A  Jack-pudding  !  that  takes  Fillips  on 
the  JSofe  for  Six-pence  a  Piece!  Hold,  hold, 
ecod,  give  me  Eighteen-pennyworth,  and 
Change  for  half  a  Crown. 

Gov.  Stop,  when  you  are  well. 

Cad.  A  Spunger  at  other  Men's  Tables!  that 
has  Jallop  put  into  his  Beer,  and  his  Face  black'd 
at  Chriftmas  for  the  Diverfion  of  Children  ! 

Gov.  I  can  hold  no  longer.  'Sdeath,  Sir; 
who  is  it  you  dare  treat  in  this  Manner  ? 

Cad.  Hey  !  Zounds,  Mr.  Sprightly ',  lay  hold 
of  him. 

Spri.  Calm  your  Choler.  Indeed,  Mr.  Cad- 
•wallader,  nothing  cou'd  excufe  your  Behaviour 
to  this  Gentleman,  but  your  mi/taking  his 
Perfon. 

Cad.  Hold,  hold.   Is  not  he  Interpreter  to — • 

Spri.  No. 

Cad.  Why  did  not  you  tell 

Spri.  That  was  a  Miftake.  This  Gentle 
man  is  the  Prince's  Friend  ;  and,  by  a  long 
Refidence  in  the  Monarch's  Country,  is  per- 
feel:  Mafter  of  the  Language. 

Cad.  But  who  the  Devii  is  he  then  ? 

Spri.  He  is  Mr.  Cape,   Sir;    a  Man  of  un- 
blemifh'd   Honour,  capital  Fortune,    and  late . 
Governor  of  one  of  our  moft  confiderable  Set 
tlements. 

Cad. 
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Cad.  Governor  !  Hold,  hold,  and  how  came 
you  Father  to hey  ! 

Gov.  By  marrying  his  Mother. 

Cape.  But  how  am  I  to  regard  this  ? 

Gov.  As  a  folemn  Truth  ;  that  foreign 
Friend,  to  whom  you  owe  your  Education, 
was  no  other  than  myielf ;  I  had  my  Reafons, 
perhaps  capricious  ones,  for  concealing  this ; 
but  now  they  ceafe,  and  I  am  proud  to  own 
my  Son. 

Cafe.  Sir  -,  it  is  not  for  me  (kneeling.)  but 
if  Gratitude,  Duty  filial 

Gov.  Rife,  my  Boy  ;  I  have  ventured  far  to 
fix  thy  Fortune,  George  ;  but  to  find  thee  wor 
thy  of  it,  more  than  o'erpays  my  To  1 ; 
the  Refl  of  my  Story  mall  be  referved  till  we 
are  alone. 

Cad.  Hey  !  Hold,  hold,  hold ;  ecod,  a  good 
fenfibleold  Fellow  this ^  but,  hark'e,  Sprightly, 
I  have  made  a  damn'd  Blunder  here  :  Hold, 
hold,  Mr.  Governor,  I  afk  ten  thoufand  Par 
dons  ;  but  who  the  Devil  cou'd  have  thought 
that  the  Interpreter  to  Prince  Potoivow/ky 

Gov.  Oh,  Sir  you  have  in  your  Power  fuf- 
ficient  Means  to  atone  for  the  Injuries  done 
us  both. 

Cad.  Hold,  how  ? 

Gov.  By  beftowing  your  Sifter,  with,  I  flat 
ter  myfelf,  no  great  Violence  to  her  Incli 
nations,  here. 

Cad.  What,  marry  Bell?  Hey  !  Hold, 
hold;  Zounds,  Bell,  take  him,  do;  'ecod,  he 

is  a  good  likely hey  !  Will  you  ? 

Arab. 
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Arab.  I  {han't  difobey  yon,  Sir. 

CW.  Shan't  you  ?  That's  right.  Who  the 
Devil  knows  but  he  may  come  to  be  a  Governor 
himfelf;  hey!  Hold,  hold  ;  come  here  then, 
give  me  your  Hands  both;  ( 'Joins  their  Hands.) 
There,  there,  the  Bufinefs  is  done  :  And  now, 
Brother  Governor — 

Gov.  And  now,  Brother  Cadwallader. 

Cad.  Hey,  Beck!  Here's  fomething  new 
for  my  Pedigree;  we'll  pop  in  the  Governor 
to-morrow. 

Mrs.  Cad.  Hark'e,  Mr.  Governor,  can  you 
give  me  a  black  Boy  and  a  Monkey  ? 

Cad.  Hey  !  Ay,  ay,  you  (hall  have  a  black 
Boy,  and  a  Monkey,  and  a  Parrot  too,  Beck. 

Spri.  Dear  George ',  I  am  a  little  late  in  my 
Congratulations  j  but 

Gov.  Which  if  he  is  in  acknowledging  your 
difinterefted  Friendship,  I  (hall  be  forry  I  ever 
own'd  him.  Now,  Robin,  my  Cares  are  over, 
and  my  Wiflies  full ;  and  if  George  remains  as 
untainted  by  Affluence,  as  he  has  been  un- 
tempted  by  Diftrefs,  I  have  given  the  Poor  a 
Protector,  his  Country  an  Advocate,  and  the 
World  a  Friend. 

(Exeunt  Omnes. 
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PROLOGUE. 

SPOKEN 

By     Mr.     FOOT  E. 

\ 

S~)  F  all  the  pajjtons  that  po/efs  mankind, 

The  love  of  novelty  rules  mofl  the   mind, 
In  f&rch  of  this,  from  realm  to  realm  ewe  roam> 
Our  fleets  come  fraught  with  every  folly  home. 
From  Lybia's  deferts  hojlile  brutes  advance, 
And  dancing  dogs  in  droves  Jkip  here  from  France , 
From   Latian  lands  gigantic  forms  appear,  "J 

Striking  our  Eritijh  breajis  with  a<we  and  fear, 

•  A,s  once  the  Lilliputians Gulliver 3  J 

Not  only  objefls  that  affett  the  fight, 

In  foreign  arts  and  arttfts  we  delight, 

Near  to  that  fpot  where  Charles  beftrides  a  horfe, 

In  humble  profe  the  place  is  Charing  Crofs  ,- 

Clofe  by  the  margin  of  a  kennel's  Jide, 

A  dirty  difmal  entry   opens  wide, 

There  with  hoarfe  voice,  check  Jkirt,  and  callous  hand, 

Duff'*  Indian  Englijh  trader  takes  his  Jland, 

Surveys  each  pajfenger  with  curious  ejes, 

And  ritftic  Roger  falls  an  eafy  prize  ; 

Here ' s  China  porcelain  that  Chelfea  yields, 

And  India,  handkerchiefs  from  Spitaljields. 

With  Turkey  carptts  that  from  Wilton  came, 

And  Spanijh  tucks  and  blades  from  Birmingham, 

Fatlors  are  forced  to  favour  this  deceit, 

And  Englijh  goods  are  fmuggled  thro'  the  ft  re  ft. 

The  rude  to  poltjb,  and  the  fair  to  pleafe, 

The  hero  of  to-night  has  crofs'd  thefeas, 
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Tho'  to  be  born  a  Briton  be  his  crime. 

He's  manufaflured  in  another  clime. 

*7w  B..  -k  begs  leave  once  more  to  come  before yet    • 

The  little  fubjeft  oj 'a  former  Jtory , 

How  changd,  htrw  fajhion  d ,  whether  brute  or  beau, 

We  trujl  the  following  fcenes  willfully  Jheiu. 

For  them  and  him  iveyour  indulgence  crave, 

'Tis  ours  Jl  ill  to  Jin  on,  and  jours  tofave. 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


SPOKEN 


By    Mrs.    BELLAMY. 


jQMONG  the  arts  to  make  a  piece  go  down, 

And  fix  the  fickle  favour  of  the  town. 
An  Epilogue  is  deem'd  the  fureft  way 
To  atone  for  all  the  errors  of  the  play  ; 
Thus  when  pathetic  firains  have  made  you  cry, 
In  trips  the  Comic  Mufe,  and  wipes  your  eye, 
With  equal  reafon,  whenjhe  has  made  you  laugh, 
Melpomene  Jhould fend  you  fniveling  off: 
But  our  Bard,  unequal  to  the  tajlt, 
Rejefts  the  dagger,  and  retains  the  majk  : 
Fain  'would  he  fend  you  ckearful  home  to-night, 
And  harmlefs  mirth  by  honeft  means  excite  ; 
Scorning  with  lufcious  phrafe  or  double  fenfe, 
To  raife  a  laughter  at  the  fair's  expence. 
What  method Jhall  we  choofe  your  tajie  to  hit  ? 
Will  no  one  lend  our  Bard  a  little  wit  ? 
Thank  ye,  kind  fouls,  I'll  take  it  from  the  pit. 
The  piece  concluded,  and  the  curtain  down, 
Upjlarts  that  fatal  phalanx,  call'd  The  Town': 
In  full  affembly  weighs  our  author 's  fate , 
And  Surly  thus  commences  the  debate  : 
Pray,  among  friends ,  does  not  this  poifon ingfcene 
The  f acred  rights  of  Tragedy  profane  ?  \ 

If  Farce  may  mimic  thus  her  awfzi/  bowl: 
Oh  fie,  all  wrong ,  Jiark  naught ,  upon  my  foul! 
Then  Buck  cries,  Billy,  can  it  be  in  nature  ? 
Not  the  leaft  like  Kefs  in  a  Jingle  feature. 

A3  My 
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My  Lord,  Lord  love  him,  'tis  a  precious  piece  ; 
Let's  come  on  Friday  night  and  have  a  hifs. 
To  this  a  peruquier  ajjents  <withjoy, 
Parcequ'il  affronte  les  Fran 9015,  oui,  ma  foi. 
Infuch  diflrefs  what  can  the  poet  do  ? 
Where  feek  far Jbdter  when  thofe  foes  purfue  ? 
He  dares  demand  protection,  firs,  from  you* 


\ 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 
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CRAB  Mr.  Sparks. 

LORD  JOHN  Mr.  White. 
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\ 

A  G  T    I.       v 

Crab  difcovered  reading. 

A  ND  I  do  conflitute  my  very  good  friend,  Giles 
Crab,  efq.  of  St.  Martin  in  the  Fields,  executor 
to  this  my  will  ;  and  do  appoint  him  guardian  to  my 
ward  Lucinda  ;  and  do  fubmit  to  his  direction,  the 
management  of  all  my  affairs,  till  the  return  of  my 
Jon  from  his  travels  ;  whom  I  do  intreat  my  faid 
executor  in  conjideration  of  our  ancient  friendjhip,  to 
adwfe,  to  counfel,  &c.  tie.  john 


A  good,  pretty  legacy  !  Let's  fee,  I  find  myfelf 
heir,  by  this  generous  devife  of  my  very  good 
friend,  to  ten  aftions  at  common  law,  nine  fuits 
in  chancery,  the  conduct  of  a  boy,  bred  a  booby 
at  home,  and  finimed  a  fop  abroad;  together  with 
the  direction  of  a  marriageable,  and  therefore 
an  unmanageable  wench  ;  and  all  this  to  an  old 
fellow  of  fixty-fix,  who  heartily  hates  bufinefs,  is 
tired  of  the  world,  and  defpifes  every  thing  in  it. 
Why  how  the  devil  came  I  to  merit  -  ,- 

A  4  JEnter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Scr.   Mr.  Latitat,  of  Staple's  Inn. 
Crab.  So,  here  begin  my  plagues.     Shew  the 
hound  in. 

Enter  Latitat,  -with  a  bag,  &?<;. 

Lat.  I  would,  Mr.  Crab,  have  attended  your 
fummons  immediately,  but  I  was  obliged  to  fign 
judgment  in  error  at  the  Common  Pleas;  fue  out 
of  the  Exchequer  a  writ  of  qu<e  minus,  and  fur- 
render  in  banco  regis  the  defendant,  before  the 
return  of  the  fcifa,  to  difcharge  the  bail. 

Crab.  Prithee,  man,  none  of  thy  unintelligible 
law  jargon  to  me  ;  but  tell  me  in  the  language  of 
common  fenfe,  and  thy  country,  what  I  am  to  do. 

Lat.  Why,  Mr.  Crab,  as  you  are  already  pof- 
fefled  of  aprobat,  and  letters  of  adminiftration  de 
bonis  are  granted,  you  may  fue,  or,  be  fued;  I 
hold  it  found  doclrine  for  no  executor  to  difcharge 
debts,  without  a  receipt  upon  record  :  this  can 
be  obtained  by  no  means  but  by  an  aclion.  Now 
aclions,  fir,  are  t?f  various  kinds,  there  are 
fpecial  a£lions,  actions  on  the  cafe,  or  ajjumpfit's, 
aclions  of  trover,  aclions  of  ctdujumfrcgit,  aclions 
of  battery,  aclions  of 

Crab.  Hey,  the  devil,  where 's  the  fellow  run 
ning  now  ? — But  kark'ee,  Latitat,  why  I  thought 
all  our  law  proceedings  were  directed  to  be  in 
Engli/li. 

Lat.  True,  Mr.  Crab. 

Crab,  And  what  do  you  call  all  this  fluff,  ha  \ 

Lat.  Englifh. 

Crab.  The  devil  you  do. 

Lat.  Vernacular,  upon  my  honour,  Mr.  Crab. 
For  as  Lord  Coke  defcribes  the  common  law,  to 
be  the  perfection  — 

Crab. 
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Crab.  So,  here's  a  frefh  deluge  of  impertinence. 
A  truce  to  thy  authorities,  I  beg  ;  and  as  I  find 
it  will  be  impoffible  to  underftand  thee  without  an 
interpreter,  if  you  will  meet  me  at  five,  at  Mr. 
Brief's  chambers,  why,  if  you  have  any  thing  to 
fay,  he  will  tranflate  it  for  me. 

Lat.  Mr,  Brief,  fir.  and  tranflate,  fir ! — Sir,  I 
would  have  you  to  know,  that  no  practitioner  in 
We/lminfter  Hall,  gives  clearer 

Crab.  Sir,  I  believe  it ;  for  which  reafon  I  have 
referred  you  to  a  man  who  never  goes  into  Wejl- 
minjier  Hell. 

Lat.  A  bad  proof  of  his  practice,  Mr.  Crab. 

Crab.  A  good  one  of  his  principles,  Mr.  Latitat. 

Lat.  Why,  fir,  do  you  think  that  a  lawyer 

Crab.  Zounds,  fir,  I  never  thought  about  a 
lawyer.  The  law  is  an  oracular  idol,  you  are  the 
explanatory  miniflers ;  nor  fhould  any  of  my  own 
private  concerns  have  made  me  bow  to  your 
beaflly  Baal.  I  had  rather  lofe  a  caufe,  than  con- 
teft  it.  And  had  not  this  old,  doating  dunce,  Sir 
John  Buck,  plagued  me  with  the  management  of 
his  money,  and  the  care  of  his  booby  boy,  Bedlam 
Ihould  fooner  have  had  me,  than  the  bar. 

Lat.  Bedlam,  the  bar  !  Since,  fir,  I  am  pro 
voked,  I  don't  know  what  your  choice  may  be,  or 
what  your  friends  may  choofe  for  you ;  I  wifh  I 
was  your  prochain  ami :  but  I  am  under  fome 
doubts  as  to  the  fanity  of  the  teilator,  otherwife 
he  could  not  have  chofen  for  his  executor,  under 
the  fanftion  of  the  law,  a  perfon  who  defpifes  the 
law.  And  the  law,  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  Mr. 
Crab,  is  the  bulwark,  the  fence,  the  protection, 
the  fine  qua  non,  the  ne  plus  ultra 

Crab.  Mercy,  good  fix  and  eight-pence. 

Lai. 
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Lat.  The  defence  and  offence,  the  by  which, 
and  the  whereby,  the  ftatute  common  and  cuf- 
tomary,  or  as  Plowden  claffically  and  elegantly 
expreffes  it,  'tis 

Mos  commune  vdus  mores,  confulta  fe natus, 
H#c  tna  jus  Jlatuunt  terra  Britanna  tibi. 

Crab.  Zounds,  fir,  among  all  your  laws,  are 
there  none  to  protect  a  man  in  his  own  houfe  ? 

Lat,  Sir,  a  man's  houfe  is  his  caftcttum,  his  caftle; 
and  fo  tender  is  the  law  of  any  infringement  of 
that  facred  right,  that  any  attempt  to  invade  it  by 
force,  fraud,  or  violence,  clandeftinely,  or  m  et 
armis,  is  not  only  deemed  fdonius  but  bu^glarms. 
Now,  fir,  a  burglary  may  be  committed  either  upon 
the  dwelling,  or  out-houfe. 

Crab.  O  laud  !    O  laud  ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Scr,  Your  clerk,  fir The  parties,  he  fays, 

are  all  in  waiting  at  your  chambers. 

Lat.  I  come.  I  will  but  juft  explain  to  Mr. 
Crab,  the  nature  of  a  burglary,  as  it  has  been  de- 
fcribed  by  a  late  ftatute. 

Crab.   Zounds,  fir,  I  have  not  the  leaft  curiofity. 

Lat.  Sir,  but  every  gentleman  mould  know 

Crab.  I  won't  know.     Befides,  your  clients — 

Lat.  O,  they  may  flay.  I  fhan't  take  up  five 
minutes,  fir — — A  burglary 

Crab.  Not  an  inftant. 

Lat.  By  the  common  law. 

Crab.  I'll  not  hear  a  word. 

£#£.  It  was  but  a  claufum  fregit. 

Crab.  Dear  fir,  be  gone. 

Lat.  But  by  the  late  acts  of  par     . .     '• 

Crab. 
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Crab,  Help,  you  dog.  Zounds,  fir,  get  out  of 
my  houfe. 

Serv.    Your  clients,   fir • 

Crab.  Piifh  him  out  [the  lawyer  talking  all  the 
while  \  So,  ho!  Hark'ee,  rafcal,  if  you  fuffer 
that  fellow  to  enter  my  doors  again,  I'll  ftrip  and 
difcard  you  the  very  minute. — [Exit  Serv. ~\ — This 
is  but  the  beginning  of  my  torments.  But  that  I 
expe£t  the  young  whelp  from  abroad,  every  in- 
flant,  I'd  fly  for  it  myfelf  and  quit  the  kingdom 
at  once. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My  young  matter's  travelling  tutor,  fir, 
ju-ft  arrived. 

Crab.  Oh,  then  I  fuppofe,  the  blockhead  of  a 
baronet  is  clofe  at  his  heels.  Shew  him  in.  This 
bear-leader,  I  reckon  now,  is  either  the  clumfy 
curate  of  the  knight's  own  parifh  church,  or  fome 
needy  highlander,  the  out-caft  of  his  country,  who, 
with  the  pride  of  a  German  baron,  the  poverty  of 
a  French  marquis,  the  addrefs  of  a  Swifs  foldier, 
and  the  learning  of  an  academy  ufher,  is  to  give 
our  heir  apparent  politenefs,  tafte,  literature ;  a 
perfect  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  of  himfelf. 

Enter  Macruthen. 

Mac.  Maifter  Crab,  I  am  your  devoted  fervant. 

Crab.  Oh,  a  Britifh  child,  by  the  mefs. — Well, 
where's  your  charge  ? 

Mac.  O,  the  young  baronet  is  o'the  road.  I 
was  mighty  afraid  he  had  o'er  ta'en  me ;  for  be 
tween  Canterbury  and  Rochejler,  I  was  ftopt,  and 
robb'd  by  a  highwayman. 

Crab.  Robb'ci !  what  the  devil  could  he  rob 
you  of  ? 

Mac, 
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Mac.  In  gude  troth,  not  a  mighty  booty.  Bu 
chanan s  hiflory,  Lander  againft  Melton,  and  two 
pound  of  high-dried  Gjajgvw* 

Crab.  A  travelling  equipage.  Well,  and  what's 
become  of  your  cub  ?  Where  have  you  left  him  ? 

Mac.  Main  you  Sir  Charles  ?  I  left  him  at  Calais, 
with  another  young  nobleman,  returning  from  his 
travels.  But  why  caw  ye  him  cub,  Maiiter  Crab  ? 
In  gude  troth  there's  a  meeghty  alteration. 

Crab.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  a  fhrewd  guefs  at  his 
improvements. 

Mac.   He's  quite  a  phenomenon. 

Crab.  Oh,  a  comet,  I  dare  fwear,  but  not  an 
unufual  one  at  Paris.  The  Faux-bourg  of  St. 
Germains,  fwarms  with  fuch,  to  the  no  fmall  amufe- 
inent  of  our  very  good  friends  the  French. 

Mac.  Oh,  the  French  were  mighty  fond  of  him. 

Crab.  But  as  to  the  language,  I  fuppofe  he's  a 
perfect  mafter  of  that. 

Mac.  He  can  caw  for  aught  that  he  need,  but 
he  is  na  quite  maifter  of  the  accent. 

Crab.  A  moft  aftonifhing  progrefs  ! 

Mac.  Sufpend  your  judgement  awhile,  and 
you'll  find  him  all  you  wifh,  allowing  for  the  fallies 
of  juvenility  ;  and  muft  take  the  vanity  to  myfelf 
of  being,  in  a  great  meafure,  the  author. 

Crab.  Oh,  if  he  be  but  a  faithful  copy  of  the 
admirable  original,  he  muft  be  a  rinifhed  piece. 

Mac.  You  are  pleafed  to  compliment. 

Crab.  Not  a  whit.  Well,  and  what — I  fuppofe 
you,  and  your — what's  your  name  ?  v 

Mac.  Macruthen,  at  your  fervice. 

Crab.  Macruthen!  Hum  !  You  and  your  pupil 
agreed  very  well  ? 

Mac.  Perfectly.  The  young  gentleman  is  of 
an  amiable  difpofition. 

Crab. 
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Crab.  Oh,  ay  :  And  it.  would  be  wrong  to  four 
his  temper.  You  knew  your  duty  better,  I  hope, 
than  to  contradict  him. 

Mac.  It  was  na  for  me,  Maifter  Crab. 

Crab.  Oh,  by  no  means,  Matter  Macrulheni 
all  your  bufinefs  was  to  keep  him  out  of  'frays;  to 
take  care,  for  the  fake  of  his  health,  that  his  wine 
was  genuine,  and  his  miftreffes  as  they  mould  be. 
You  pimp'd  for  him  I  fuppofe  ? 

Mac.  Pimp  for  him  !  D'ye  mean  to  affront — 

Crab.  To  fuppofe  the  contrary  would  be  the 
affront,  Mr.  Tutor.  What,  man,  you  know  the 
world.  'Tis  not  by  contradiction,  but  by  com 
pliance,  that  men  make  their  fortunes.  And  was 
it  for  you  to  thwart  the  humour  of  a  lad  upon  the 
threfhold  of  ten  thoufand  pounds  a  year  ? 

Mac.  Why,  to  be  fure  great  allowances  muft 
be  made. 

Crab.  No  doubt,  no  doubt. 

Mac.  I  fee,  Maifter  Crab,  you  know  mankind, 
you  are  Sir  John  Back's  executor.. 

Crab.  True. 

Mac.  I  have  a  little  thought  that  may  be  ufeful 
to  us  both. 

Crab.  As  how  ? 

Mac.  Could  na  we  contrive  to  make  a  hond 
o'the  young  baronet  ? 

Crab.  Explain. 

Mac.  Wrly  you,  by  the  will,  have  the  care 
o'the  cafh  :  and  I  caw  make  a  fhift  to  manage  the 
lad. 

Crab.  Oh,  I  conceive  you.  And  fo  between 
us  both,  we  may  contrive  to  eafe  him  of  that  in 
heritance  which  he  knows  not.  how  properly  to 
employ ;  and  apply  it  to  our  own  ufe.  You  do 
know  how. 

Mac. 
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Mac.  Ye  ha  hit  it. 

Crab.  Why  what  a  fuperlative  rafcal  art  tnou, 
thou  inhofpitable  villain  !  Undtr  the  roof,  and 
in  the  prefence,  of  thy  benefa&or's  repreienLauve, 
•with  almoft  his  ill-beftowed  bread  in  tiiy  mouth, 
art  thou  plotting  the  perdition  of  rns  only  cl.  id  ! 
And,  from  what  part  of  my  life  diclft  thou  derive 
a  hope  of  my  compliance  with  fuch  a  hellifh 
fcheme  ? 

Mac.  Maifter  Crab,  I  am  of  a  nation 

Crab.  Of  known  honour  and  integrity;  I  allow 
it.  The  kingdom  you  have  quitted,  in  confign- 
ing  the  care  of  its  monarch,  for  ages,  to  your  pre- 
deceflbrs,  in  preference  to  its  proper  fubjecls,  has 
given  you  a  brilliant  panegyric,  that  no  other 
people  can  parallel. 

Mac.  Why,  to  be  fure — 

Crab.  And  one  happinefs  it  is,  that  though  na 
tional  glory  can  beam  a  brightnefs  on  particulars, 
the  crimes  of  individuals  can  never  refleQ:  a  dif- 
grace  upon  their  country.  Thy  apology  but  ag 
gravates  thy  guilt. 

Mac.  Why,  Maifter  Crab,   I 

Crab.  Guilt  and  confufion  choak  thy  utterance. 
Avoid  my  fight.  Vanifh  ! — [_Exit  Mac.~] — A  fine 
fellow  this,  to  protect  the  perfon,  inform  the  in 
experience,  dired  and  moderate  the  defires  of  an 
unbridled  boy  T  But  can  it  be  ftrange,  whilft  the 
parent  negligently  accepts  a  fupcriioial  recom 
mendation  to  fo  important  a  trult,  that  the  per 
fon  whofe  wants  perhaps,  more  than  his  abilities 
make  defirous  of  it,  fhould  confider  the  youth  as 
a  kind  of  property,  and  not  confider  what  to 
make  him,  but  what  to  make  of  him  ;  and  thus 
prudently  lay  a  foundation  for  his  future  fordid 
hopes,  by  a  criminal  compliance  with  the  lad's 

prefent 
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prefent  prevailing  paffions  ?  But  vice  and  folly 
rule  the  world. — Without,  there  ! — \_Enter  Serv.^ 
— Rafcal,  where  d'you  run,  blockhead  ?  Bid  the 
girl  come  hitner. — Frefh  inftances,  every  mo 
ment,  fortify  my  abhorrence,  my  deteftation  of 
mankind.  This  turn  may  be  term'd  mifantrophy  ; 
and  imputed  to  chagrin  and  difappointment.  But 
it  can  only  be  by  thofe  fools,  who,  through  foft- 
nefs  or  ignorance,  regard  the  faults  of  others,  like 
their  own,  through  the  wrong  end  of  the  per- 
fpeclive. 

Enter  Lucinda. 

So,  what,  I  fuppofe  your  fpirits  are  all  afloat. 
You  have  heard  your  fellow's  coming. 

Luc.  If  you  had  your  ufual  difcernment,  fir, 
you  would  diftinguifh,  in  my  countenance,  an  ex- 
preflion  very  different  from  that  of  joy. 

Crab.  Oh,  what,  I  fuppofe  your  monkey  has 
broke  his  chain,  or  your  parrot  died  in  moulting. 

Luc.  A  perfon  lefs  cenforious  than  Mr.  Crab, 
might  aflign  a  more  generous  motive  for  my  dif 
trefs. 

Crab.  Diftrefs  !  a  pretty,  poetical  phrafe.  What 
motive  canft  thou  have  for  diftrefs  ?  Has  not  Sir 
John  Buck's  death  affured  thy  fortune  ?  and  art  not 
thou 

Luc.  By  that  very  means,  a  helplefs,  unpro 
tected  orphan. 

Crab.  Pho',  prithee,  wench,  none  of  thy  ro 
mantic  cant  to  me.  What,  I  know  the  fex  :  the. 
objects  of  every  woman's  wifh  are  property  and 
power.  The  h'rft  you  have,  and  the  fecond  you 
•won't  be  long  without ;  for  here's  a  puppy  riding 
poft  to  put  on  your  chains. 

Luc. 
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Luc.  It  would  appear  affe&ation  not  to  under- 
ftand  you.  And,  to  deal  freely,  it  was  upon  that 
fubjeft  I  wifh'd  to  engage  you. 

Crab.  Youninformation  was  ncediefs  ;  I  knew 
it. 

Luc.  Nay,  but  why  fo  fevere  ?  I  did  flatter 
myfelf  that  the  very  warm  recommend atio;-.  >f 
your  deceafed  friend,  would  have  abated  a  little 
of  that  rigour. 

Crab.  No  wheedling,  Lucy.  Age  and  contempt 
have  long  fhut  thefe  gates  againft  flattery  and  dif- 
fimulation.  You  have  no  fex  for  me.  Without 
preface,  fpeak  your  purpofe. 

Luc.  What  then,  in  a  word,  is  your  advice 
with  regard  to  my  marrying  Sir  Charles,  Buck  ? 

Crab.  And  do  you  ferioufly  want  my  advice  ? 

Luc.  Moft  fincerely. 

Crab.  Then  you.  are  a  blockhead.  Why  where 
could  you  mend  yourfelf  ?  Is  not  he  a  fool,  a 
fortune,  .and  in  love  ? — Look'ee,  girl. — \_Enter 
Servant] — Who  fent  for  you,  fir  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  my  young  mailer's  poft-chaife  is  broke 
down,  at  the  corner  of  the  ftreet,.  by  a  coal-cart. 
His  clothes  are  all  dirt,  and  he  fwears  like  a 
trooper. 

Crab.  Ay  !  Why  then  carry  his  chaife  to  the 
coach-maker's,  his  coat  to  a  fcowerer's,  and 

him    before   a   juftice. Prithee     why    doft 

trouble  me  ?    I  fuppofe  you  would  not  meet  your 
gallant. 

Luc.   Do  you  think  I  fliould  ? 

Crab.  No,  retire.  And  if  this  application  for 
my  advice,  is  not  a  copy  of  your  countenance,  .a 
mafic ;  if  you  are  obedient,  I  may  yet  fet  you 
right. 
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Luc.  I  fliall,  "with  pleafure,  follow  your  direc 
tions.  [Exit. 

Crab.  Yes.  fo  long  as  they  correfpond  with 
your  own  inclination.  Now  we  (hall  fee  what 
Paris  has  done  for  this  puppy.  But  here  he 
comes ;  light  as  the  cork  in  his  heels,  or  the  fea 
ther  in  his  hat. 

Enter  Buck,  Lord  John,  La  Loire,  Bearnois,  anil 
Macruthen. 

Buck.  Not  a  word,  mi  Lor,jernie,  it  is  not  to  be 
fupported  ! after  being  rompu  tout  vif,  dis 
jointed  by  that  execrable  pave,  to  be  tumbled  into 
a  kennel,  by  a  filthy  charbonnicr ;  a  dirty  retailer 
offea-coal,  morbleu! 

Ld.  J.  An  accident  that  might  have  happened 
any  where,  Sir  Charlts. 

Buck.  And  then  the  hideous  hootings  of  that  ca 
naille,  that  murtherous  mob,  with  the  barbarous — 
Monfieur  in  the  mud,  huzza !  Ah,  pais  Jauvage, 
barb  are,  inhofpi  table !  ah,  ah,  qu'efi  ce  que  nous 
avons  ?  Who  ? 

Mac.  That  is  Maifter  Crab,  your  father's  ex 
ecutor. 

Buck.  Ha,  ha.     Serviteur  tres  humble,   monfieur. 

Eh  bien  !     What !    is  he  dumb  ?     Mac,   my  Lor, 

mort  de  ma  vie,  the  veritable  Jack- Roajl-beef  of  the 

french  comedy.     Ha,   ha,  how  do  you  do,   Mon- 

Jieur-Jac,k-RoaJl-beef,  ha,  ha  ? 

Crab.  Prithee  take  a  turn  or  two  round  the 
room. 

Buck.  A  turn  or  two  !  Volontiers.  Eh  bien ! 
Well,  have  you,  in  your  life,  feen  any  thing  fo, 
ha,  ha,  hey  ! 

Crab.  Never.  I  hope  you  had  not  many  fpec- 
rators  of  your  tumble. 

B  Buck. 
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Buck.   Pourquoi  ?     Why  fo  ? 

Crab.  Becaufe  I  would  not  have  the  public 
curioiity  foreftalled.  I  can't  but  think,  in  a  coun 
try  fo  fond  of  ftrange  fights,  if  you  were  kept  up 
a  little,  you  would  bring  A  great  deal  of  money. 

Buck.  I  don't  know,  my  dear,  what  my  perfon 
would  produce  in  this  country,  but  the  counter 
part  of  your  very  grotefque  figure  has  been  ex 
tremely  beneficial  to  the  comedians  from  whence 
I  came.  N'eft  ce  pis  vrai,  mi  Lor?  Ha,  ha. 

Ld.  J.  The  refemblance  does  not  ftrike  me. 
Perhaps  I  may  feem  fingular;  but  the  parti 
cular  cuftoms  of  particular  countries,  I  own,  ne 
ver  appeared  to  me,  as  proper  objecls  of  ridicule. 

Buck.  Why  fo  ? 

Ld.  y.  Becaufe  in  this  cafe  it  is  impoffible  to 
have  a  rule  for  your  judgement.  The  forms  and 
cuftoms  which  climate,  coniiitution  and  govern 
ment  have  given  to  our  kingdom  can  never  be 
tranfplanted  with  advantage  to  another,  founded 
on,  different  principles.  And  thus,  though  the 
habits  and  manners  of  different  countries  may  be 
direftly  oppofite,  yet,  in  my  humble  conception, 
they  may  be  ftriclly,  becaufe  naturally,  right. 

Crab.  Why  there  are  fome  glimmerings  of 
cornmon-fenfe  about  this  young  thing.  Harkce, 
child,  by  what  accident  did  you  ftumble  upon 
Vhis  blockhead? — [to  Buck] — I  fuppofe  the  line  of 
your  underftanding  is  too  fhort  to  fathom  the 
depth  of  your  companion's  reafoning. 

Buck.   My  dear,     [gopes.] 

Crab:  I  fay,  you  can  draw  no  conclufion  from 
the  above  premifes. 

Buck.  Who  I  ?  Damn  your  premifes,  and 
conciufions  too.  But  this  I  conclude  from  what 
I  have  feen,  my  dear,  that  the  French  are  the  firft 

people 
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people  in  the  univerfe;  that,  in  the  arts  ^f  living, 
they  do  or  ought  to  give  laws  to  the  whole  world, 
and  that  whofoever  would  either  eat,  drink,  drefs, 
dance,  fight,  fmg,  or  even  fneeze,  avec  elegance, 
imift  go  to  Pans,  to  learn  it.  This  is  my  creed. 

Crab.  And  thefe  precious  principles  you  are 
come  here  to  propagate. 

Buck.  C'efl  vrai,  Mon/ieur  Crab :  and  with  the 
aid  of  thefe  brother  miffionaries,  I  have  no  doubt 
of  making  a  great  many  profelytes.  And  now 
for  a  detail  of  their  qualities.  Bearnois,  avancez. 
This  is  an  officer  of  my  houfehold,  unknown  to 
this  country. 

Crab.  And  what  may  he  be  ? — I'll  humour  the 
puppy. 

Buck.  This  is  my  Swifs  Porter.  Tenez  vous 
droit,  Bearnois.  There's  a  fierce  figure  to  guard 
the  gate  of  an  hotel. 

Crab.  What,  do  you  fuppofe  we  have  no 
porters  ? 

Buck.  Yes,  you  have  dunces  that  open  doors ; 
a  drudgery  that  this  fellow  does  by  deputy.  But 
for  intrepidity  in  denying  a  difagreeable  vifiter ; 
for  politenefs  in  introducing  a  miilrefs,  acutenefs 
in  difcerning,  and  conftancy  in  excluding  a  dun, 
a  greater  genius  never  came  from  the  Cantons. 

Crab.  Aftonifhing  qualities  ! 

Buck.  Retirez,  Bearnois.  But  here's  a  bijou, 
here's  a  jewel  indeed  !  Vznez  id,  mon  cher  La  Loire. 
Comment  trouvez  vous  ce  Paris  id  ? 

La  Li.  Tres  bien. 

Buck.  Very  well.    Civil  creature  !     This,  Mon 
fieur  Crab,    is  my  cook   La  Loire,   and  for  hors 
d'oeuvres,  entre  rotis,    ragouts,  entremets,   and  the 
difpofition  of  a  defert,  Paris  never  faw  his  pa 
rallel. 

B  2  Crab. 
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Crab.  His  wages,  I  fuppofe,  are  proportioned 
to  his  merit. 

Buck.  A  bagatelle,  a  trifle.  Abroad  but  a  bare 
two  hundred.  Upon  his  cheerful  compliance,  in 
coming  hither  into  exile  with  me,  I  have  indeed 
doubled  his  {lipend. 

Crab.  You  could  do  no  lefs. 

Buck.  And  now,  fir,  to  compleat  my  equipage, 
regardez  Monfieur  La  Jonquil,  my  fir  ft  valet  de 
chambre,  excellent  in  everything:  but  four  I'ac- 
commodage,  for  decorating  the  head,  inimitable. 
Jn  one  word.  La  Jonquil  mail,  for  fifty  to  five, 
knot,  twift,  tye,  frize,  cut,  curl,  or  comb  with 
any  garcon  perruquicr,  from  the  land's  end,  to  the 
Orkneys. 

Crab.  Why,  what  an  infinite  fund  of  public 
fpirit  muft  you  have,  to  drain  your  purfe,  mortify 
your  inclination,  and  expofe  your  perfon,  for  the 
mere  fmprovement  of  your  countrymen  ? 

Buck.  Oh,  I  am  a  very  Roman  for  that.  But 
at  prefent  I  had  another  reafon  for  returning. 

Crab.  Ay,  what  can  that  be  ? 

Buck.  Why  I  find  there  is  a  likelihood  of  fome 
little  fracas  between  us.  But,  upon  my  foul,  we 
muft  be  very  brutal  to  quarrel  with  the  dear, 
agreeable  creatures,  for  a  trifle. 

Crab.  They  have  your  affections  then. 

Buck.  De  tout  mon  c&ur.  From  the  infinite  civi 
lity  fhe,wn  to  us,  in  France,  and  their  friendly 
profeflioris  in  favour  -of  our  country,  they  can 
never  intend  us  an  injury. 

Crab.  Oh,  you  have  hit  their  humour  to  a  hair. 
But  I  can  have  no  longer  patience  with  the  pup 
py.  Civility  and  friend  (hip,  you  booby  !  Yes, 
their  civility  at  Paris,  has  not  left  you  a  guinea 
in  your  .pocket,  nor  would  their  friend/hip  to 

your 
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your  nation  leave  it  a  foot  of  land  in  the  uni- 
verfe. 

Buck.  Lord  John,  this  is  a  ftrange  old  fellow. 
Take  my  word  for  it,  my  dear,  you  miilake  this 
thing  egregioufly.  But  all  you  Englifli  arc  con- 
ftitutionally  fullen. — November  fogs,  with  fait 
boil'd  beef,  arvi  mod  curled  recipes  for  good- 
humour,  or  a  quick  apprehenfion.  Pans  is  the 
place.  'Tis  there  men  laugh,  love:  and  live  ! 
Vive  I' amour  !  Sans  amour,  et  fans  fes  dejirs,  un 
ccmr  eft  bien  moins  heureux  quit  ne  penfc. 

Crab.  Now  would  not  any  foul  iuppofe  that  this 
yelping  hound  had  a  real  relifh  for  the  country  he- 
has  quitted  ? 

Buck.  A  mighty  unnatural  fuppofition,  truly. 

Crab.   Foppery  and  affectation  all. 

Buck.  And  you  really  think  Paris  a  kind  of 
purgatory,  ha,  my  dear  ? 

Crab.  To  thee  the  moft  folitary  fpot  upon  earth, 
my  dear. — Familiar  puppy  ! 

Buck.  Whimfical  enough.  But  come,  pour  paf- 
fer  le  terns,  let  us,  old  Diogenes,  enter  into  a  little 
debate.  Mi  Lor,  and  you,  Macruthen.  determine 
the  difpute  between  that  fource  of  delights,  ce  pa- 
radis  de  plaifir,  and  this  cave  of  care,  this  feat  of 
{curvy  and  the  fpleen. 

Mac.  Let  us  heed  them  weel,  my  Lord.  Mai- 
fter  Crab  has  met  with  his  match. 

Buck.  And  fird  for  the  great  pleafure  of  life,  the 
pleafure  of  the  table  ;  ah,  audit  difference !  The 
eafe,  the  wit,  the  wine,  the  badinage,  the  perci- 
jlage,  the  double  entendre,  the  chanfons  a  boire.  Oh, 
what  delicious  moments  have  I  pafs'd  chez  madamc 
la  duchej/e  de  Barbouliac. 

Crab.  Your  miftrefs,  I  fuppofe. 

Buck,  Who,  1!    Fidonc!     How  is  it  poffible 
B3  for 
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for  a  woman  of  her  rank,  to  have  a  penchant  for 
me  ?     Hey,   Mac. 

Mac.  Sir  Charles  is  too  much  a  man  of  honour 
to  blab.  But,  to  fay  truth,  the  whole  city  of  Pans 
thought  as  much. 

Crab.  A  precious  fellow  this  ! 

Buck.  Tai/ez  vous,  Mac.  But  *e  lofe  the  point 
in  view.  Now.  Monjieur  Crab,  let  me  conduct 
you  to  what  you  call  an  entertainvnent.  Andfirft, 
the  melancholy  miftrefs  is  fixed  in  her  chair, 
where,  by  the  bye,  (he  is  condemned  to  do  more 
drudgery  than  a  dray-horfe./  Next  proceeds  the 
mailer,  to  marfhal  the  guefts,  in  which  as  much 
caution  is  neceffary,  as  at  a  coronation,  with, 
*'  My  lady,  fit  here,"  and,  "  Sir  Thomas,  fit 
"  there,"  till  the  length  of  the  ceremony,  with 
the  length  of  the  grace,  have  deftroyed  all  appre- 
henfions  of  the  meat  burning  your  mouths. 

Mac.  Bravo,  bravo  !  Did  I  na'  fay  Sir  Charles 
was  a  phenomenon  ? 

Crab.  Peace,  puppy. 

Buck.  Then,  in  folemn  filence,  they  proceed 
to  demolifh  the  fubftantials,  with,  perhaps,  an 
occafional  interruption,  of,  "  Here's  to  you, 
*'  friends,"  "  Hob  or  nob,"  "  Your  love  and 
"  mine."  Pork  fucceeds  to  beef,  pies  to  pud 
dings  :  the  cloth  is  removed :  madam,  drenched 
•with  a  bumper,  drops  a  curtefy,  and  departs  ; 
leaving  the  jovial  hoit.  with  his  fprightly  compa 
nions,  to  tobacco,  port,  and  politics.  Voiia  un 
repas  a  la  mode  d'Angleterrc,  Monfieur  Crab. 

Crab.  It  is  a  thoufand  pities  that  your  father 
is  not  a  living  witnefs  of  thefe  prodigious  im 
provements. 

Buck.  C'e/l  vrai.     But  a  profios,  he  is  dead,  as 

you  fay,  and  you  are 

Crab. 
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Crab.  Againft  my  inclination,   his  executor. 

Buck.  Pcutetrc;  well,   and — 

Crab.  Oh,  my  tafk  will  foon  determine.  One 
article,  indeed,  I  am  ftriclly  enjoined  to  fee 
performed  ;  your  marriage  with  your  old  acquaint 
ance  Lucinda. 

Buck.  Ha,  ha,  la  petite  Lucinde  !  &  comment. — 
Crab.  Prithee,  peace,  and  hear  me.  She  is 
bequeathed  conditionally,  that  if  you  refufe  to 
marry  her,  twenty  thoufand  pounds  ;  and  if  fhe 
rejects  you,  which  I  fuppofe  fhe  will  have  the 
\vifdom  to  do,  only  five. 

Buck.  Reject:  me  !  Very  probable,  hey,  Mac  ! 
But  could  we  not  have  an  entrevue  ? 

Crab.  Who's  there  ?  Let  Lucinda  know  we  ex- 
peel;  her. 

Mac.  Had  na*  ye  better,  Sir  Charles,  equip 
yourfelf  in  a  more  fuitable  garb,  upon  a  firft  vifit 
to  your  miftrefs  ? 

Crab.  Oh,  fuch  a  figure  and  addrefs  can  derive 
no  advantage  from  drefs. 

Buck.  Serviteur.      But,    however,    Mac's    hint 
may  not  be   fo  mat  a  propos.     Allans,    Jonquil,  je 
mtn  vais  m'habiller.    Mi  Lor,  mall  I  trefpafs  upon 
your   patience  ?      My   toilet  is   but  the   work  of 
ten  minutes.    Mac,  difpofe  of  my  domeftics  a  leur 
aife,  and  then  attend  me  with  my  portfeuille,  and 
read,   while  I  drefs,   thofe  remarks  I  made  in  my 
laft  voyage  from  Fontainbleau  to  Compeigne. 
Serviteur,   Mrjjieurs  ; 
Car  le  bon  vin 

Du  matin 

Sortant  du  tonneau, 
Vaut  bien  mieux  que 

Le  Latin 

DC  toute  la  Sorbonne.  {[Exit. 

B  4  Crab. 
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Crab.  This  is  the  moft  confummate  coxcomb  ! 
I  told  the  fool  of  a  father,  what  a  puppy  Paris 
would  produce  him ;  but  travel  is  the  word,  and 
the  confequence,  .an  importation  of  every  foreign 
folly  :  and  thus  the  plain  perfons  and  principles 
of  old  England,  are  fo  confounded  and  jumbled 
with  the  excrementitious  growth  of  every  climate, 
that  we  have  loft  all  our  ancient  characleriftic, 
and  are  become  a  bundle  of  contradictions;  a 
piece  of  patch-work  ;  a  mere  harlequin's  coat. 

Ld.  J.  Do  you  fuppofe  then,  fir,  that  no  good 
may  be  obtained 

Crab.  Why,  prithee,  what  have  you  gained  ? 

Ld.  J.  I  fhould  be  forry  my  acquifkions  were 
to  determine  the  debate.  But  do  you  think,  fir, 
the  making  off  fome  native  qualities,  and  the  being 
made  more  fenfible,  from  comparifon  of  certain 
national  and  conftitutional  advantages,  objeBs 
unworthy  the  attention  ? 

Crab.  You  fhew  the  favourable  fide,  young 
man  :  but  how  frequently  are  fubftitutcd  for  na 
tional  prepoffeffions,  always  harmlefs,  and  often 
happy,  guilty  and  unnatural  prejudices  !— t-Unnatu- 
ral ! — For  the  wretch  who  is  weak  and  wicked 
enough  to  defpife  his  country,  fins  againft  the  moft 
laudable  laws  of  nature;  he  is  a  traitor  to  i.the 
community,  where  providence  has  placed  him; 
and  mould  be  denied  thofe  focial  benefits  he  has 
rendered  himfelf  unworthy  to  partake.  But  fen- 
tentious  leclures  are  ill  calculated  for  your  time  of 
life. 

Ld.  J.  I  differ  from  you  here,  Mr.  Crab.  Prin 
ciples  that  call  for  perpetual  praftice,  cannot  be 
too  foon  received.  I  fincerely  thank  you,  fir,  for 
this  communication,  and  ihould  be  happy  to  have 
always  near  me  fo  moral  a  monitor. 

Crab. 


RETURNED  FROM  PARIS.         25 

Crab.  You  are  indebted  to  France  for  her  flat 
tery.  But  I  leave  you  with  a  lady,  -where  it  will 
be  better  employed. 

Enter  Lucinda. 

Crab.  This  young  man  waits  here,  till  your 
puppy  is  powdered.  You  may  afk  him  alter  your 
French  acquaintance.  I  know  .nothing  of  him ; 
but  he  does  not  feem  to  be  altogether  fo  great  a 
fool  as  your  fellow.  [_Exit. 

Luc.  I'm  afraid,  fir,  you  have  had  but  a  dif- 
agreeable  tete-a-tete. 

Ld.  7-  Juft  tne  contrary,  madam.  By  good 
fenfe,  tinged  with  fingularity,  we  are  entertained 
as  well  as  improved.  For  a  lady,  indeed,  Mr. 
Crab's  manners  are  rather  too  rough. 

Luc.  Not  a  jot  ;  I  am  familiarized  to  'em,  I 
know  his  integrity,  and  can  never  be  difobliged 
by  his  fincerity. 

Ld.  J.  This  declaration  is  a  little  particular, 
from  a  lady  who  muft  have  received  her  firft  im- 
preflions  in  a  place  remarkable  for  its  delicacy  to 
the  fair-fex.  But  good  fenfe  can  conquer  even 
early  habits. 

Luc.  This  compliment  I  can  lay  no  claim  to. 
The  former  part  of  my  life  procured  me  but  vefy 
little  indulgence.  The  pittance  of  knowledge  I 
polfefs,  was  taught  me  by  a  very  fevere  miftrefs, 
adverfity.  But  you,  fir,  are  too  well  acquainted 
with  Sir  Charles  Buck,  not  to  have  known  my  fitu- 
ation. 

Ld.  J.  I  have  heard  your  ftory,  madam,  be 
fore  I  had  the  honour  of  feeing  you.  It  was  af 
fecting  :  you'll  pardon  the  declaration  ;  it  now 
becomes  interefling.  However,  it  is  impoMible  I 

mould 


26  THE    ENGLISHMAN 

fhould  not  congratulate  you  on  the  near  approach 
of  the  happy  cataftrophe. 

Luc.  Events  that  depend  upon  the  will  of  ano 
ther,  a  thoufand  unforefeen  accidents  may  in 
terrupt. 

Ld.  J.  Could  I  hope,  madam,  your  prefent 
critical  condition  would  acquit  me  of  temerity.  I 
mould  take  the  liberty  to  prefume,  if  the  fuit  of 
Sir  Charles  be  rejected— — 

Enter  Crab. 

Crab.  So,  Youngfter !  what  I  fuppofe  you  are 
already  praftifing  one  of  your  foreign  leffons. 
Perverting  the  affections  of  a  friend's  miftrefs,  or 
debauching  his  wife,  are  mere  peccadilloes,  in 
modern  morality.  But  at  prefent  you  are  my 
care.  That  way  conducts  you  to  your  fellow- 
traveller. — [Exit.  Ld.  J.~\ — 1  would  fpeak  with 
you  in  the  library.  [  Exit. 

Luc.  I  mail  attend  you,  fir.  Never  was  fo  un 
happy  an  interruption.  What  could  my  lord 
mean  ?  But  be  it  what  it  will,  it  ought  not,  it 
cannot  concern  rr.e.  Gratitude  and  duty  demand 
my  compliance  with  the  dying  wifh  of  my  bene 
factor,  my  friend,  my  father.  But  am  I  then  to 
iacrifke  all  my  future  peace  ?  But  reafon  not, 
rafh  girl ;  obedience  is  thy  province. 

Tho'  hard  the  tafk,  be  it  my  part  to  prove 
Thatjometimes  duty  can  give  laws  to  love. 

[Exit. 


ACT 
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ACT     II. 


Buck    at  his  Toilet,    attended  by  three  Valets  de 
Chambre  and  Macruthen. 

Mac.   ^kl  Otwithftanding  aw  his  plain   dealing, 
^|    I  doubt  whether  Maifter  Crab  is  fo 
honeft  a  man. 

Buck.  Prithee,  Mac,  name  not  the  monfter. 
If  I  may  be  permitted  a  quotation  from  one  of 
their  paltry  poets, 

Who  is  knight  of  thejhire  reprefents  'email. 

Did  ever  mortal  fee  fuch  mirroirs,  fuch  loqking- 
glafs  as  they  have  here  too  !  One  might  as  well 
addrefs  onefelf,  for  information,  to  a  bucket  of 
water.  La  Jonquil,  mettez  vous  le  rouge,  ajfez. 
Eh  bien,  Mac,  miferable  !  Hey  ! 

Mac.  It's  very  becoming. 

Buck.  Aye,  it  will  do  for  this  place ;  I  really 
could  have  forgiven  my  father's  living  a  year  or 
two  longer,  rather  than  be  compelled  to  return 
to  this — [_Enter  Ld.  John] — My  dear  Lord,  je 
demande  mille  pardons,  but  the  terrible  fracas  in  my 
chaife  has  fo  gateed  and  difordered  my  hair,  that 
it  required  an  age  to  adjuft  it. 

Ld.  J.  No  apology,  Sir  Charles,  I  have  been 
entertained  very  agreeably. 

Buck.  Who  have  you  had,  my  dear  Lord,  to 
entertain  you  ? 

Ld.  J.  The  very  individual  lady  that's  foon  to 
make  you  a  happy  huffaand. 

Buck. 
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Buck.  A.  happy  who  ?  hufband  !  What  two 
very  oppofite  ideas  confounded  enjemble.  !  In  my 
confcience,  I  believe  there's  contagion  in  the 
clime,  and  my  Lor  is  infecled.  But  pray,  my 
dear  Lor,  by  what  accident  have  you  difcovered> 
that  I  was  upon  the  point  of  becoming  that  happy 
— Oh,  un  mari  !  Diablc  ? 

Ld.  J.  The  lady's  beauty  and  merit,  your  i'n- 
clinations,  and  your  father's  injunctions,  made  me 
conjecture  that. 

Buck.  And  can't  you  fuppofe  that  the  lady's 
beauty  may  be  poffcfs'd,  her  merit  rewarded,  and 
my  inclinations  gratified,  without  an  abfolute  obe 
dience  to  that  fatherly  injunction  ? 

Ld.  J.  It  does  not  occur  to  me. 

Buck.  No,  I  believe  not,  my  Lor.  Thofe  kind 
of  talents  are  not  given  to  every  body.  Donriez 
inoi  mon  manchon.  And  now  you  fhall  fee  me 
manage  the  lady. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Young  Squire  Racket,  and  Sir  TobyTallyhoe, 
who  call  themfelves  your  honour's  old  acquaint 
ances. 

Buck  Oh  the  brutes !  By  what  accident  could 
they  difcover  my  arrival  !  My  dear,  dear  Lor, 
aid  me  to  efcape  this  Embarras. 

Racket  and  Tally  hoe  without. 

Hole  a  boy,  hoic  a  boy. 

Buck.  Let  me  die  if  1  do  not  believe  the  Hot^ 
tentots  have  brought  a  whole  hundred  of  hounds 
with  them.  But  they  fay,  forms  keep  fools  at  a 
diflance.  I'll  receive  'em  en  ceremonie. 

Enter 
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Enter  Racket  and  Tall)  hoc. 

Tally.  Hey  boy,  hoix,  my  little  Back. 

Buck.  Monficur  It  Chevalier,  votre  Ires  humble, 
ferviteur. 

Tally.    Hey. 

Buck.  Monficur  Racket,  je  fids  charms  de  vous 
•voir. 

Rack.  Anon  what  ! 

Buck.  Ne  m'eniendez  vous  ?  Don't  you  under- 
ftand  French  ? 

Rack.  Know  French!  No,  nor  you  neither,  I 
think,  Sir  Toby,  foregad  I  believe  the  papiftes  ha 
bewitch'd  him  in  foreign  parts. 

Tally.  Bewitch'd  and  transformed  him  too. 
Let  me  peri fh,  Racket,  if  1  don't  think  he's  like 
one  of  the  folks  we  ufed  to  read  of  at  fchool,  in 
Ovid's  Metamorphis  ;  and  that  they  have  turned 
him  into  a  beaft. 

Rack.  A  beaft  !  No,  a  bird,  you  fool.  Lookee, 
Sir  Toby,  by  the  Lord  Harry,  here  are  his  wings. 

Tally,  Hey  !  ecod  and  fo  they  are,  ha,  ha.  I 
reckon,  Racket,  he  came  over  with  the  wood 
cocks. 

Buck.  Voila  des  veritables  Anglois.  The  ruftic 
rude  ruffians  ! 

Rack.  Let  us  fee  what  the  devil  he  has  put 
upon  his  pole,  Sir  'Toby. 

Tally.  Aye. 

Buck.  Do,  dear  Savage,,  keep  your  diftance. 

Tally.  IN  ay,  fore  George  we  will  have  a  fcru- 
tiny. 

Rack.  Aye,  aye,   a  fcrutiny. 

Buck,  b.n  grace.  La  Jonquil,  my  Lor,  protect 
me  from  thefe  pyrates. 

Ld.  7. 
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Ld.  J.  A  little  companion,  I  beg,  gentlemen. 
Confider,  Sir  Charles  is  on  a  vifit  to  his  bride. 

Tally.  Bride  !  Zounds,  he's  fitter  for  a  band 
box.  Racket,  hocks  the  heels. 

Rack.  I  have  'em,  knight.  Foregad  he  is  the 
very  reverfe  of  a  bantam  cock  ;  his  comb's  on  his 
feet,  and  his  feathers  on  his  head.  Who  have  we 
got  here  !  What  are  thefe  fellows,  paftry-cooks  ? 

Enter  Crab. 

Crab.  And  is  this  one  of  your  newly  acquired 
accomplishments,  letting  your  miftrefs  languifh  for 
a but  you  have  company,  I  fee. 

Buck.  O,  yes,  I  have  been  inexpreffibly  happy. 
Thefe  gentlemen  are  kind  enough  to  treat  me, 
upon  my  arrival,  with  what  I  believe  they  call  in 
this  country,  a  rout. — My  dear  Lor,  if  you  don't 
favour  my  flight.  But  fee  if  the  toads  a'n't  tumb 
ling  my  toilet. 

Ld.  J.  Now's  your  time,  fteal  off;  I'll  cover 
your  retreat. 

Buck.  Mac,  let  La  Jonquil  fellow  to  re-fettle  my 
cheveux. — Je  vous  remercie  mille,  mills  fois,  mon 
cher  my  1  or. 

Rack.  Hoi  a,  Sir  Toby,  ftole  away  ! 

Buck.  0  mon  Dieu. 

Tally.  Poh,  rot  him,  let  him  alone.  He'll 
never  do  for  our  purpofe.  You  muft  know  we 
intend  to  kick  up  a  riot,  to-night,  at  the  play- 
houfe,  and  we  wanted  him  of  the  party ;  but  that 
fop  would  fwoon  at  the  fight  of  a  cudgel. 

Ld.  "}.  Pray,  fir,  what  is  your  caufe  of  con 
tention  ? 

Tolly.  Caufe  of  contention,  hey,  faith,  I  know 
nothing  of  the  matter.  Racket,  what  is  it  we  are 
angry  about  ? 

Racket. 
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Racket.  Angry  about !  Why  you  know  we  are 
to  demolifh  the  dancers. 

Tally.  True,  true,  I  had  forgot.  Will  you 
make  one  ? 

Ld.  J.  I  beg  to  be  excufed. 

Rack.  May  hap  you  are  a  friend  to  the  French. 

Ld.  J.  Not  I,  indeed  fir.  But  if  the  occafion 
will  permit  me  a  pun,  tho'  I  am  far  from  being  a 
well-wifher  to  their  arms,  I  have  no  objection  to 
the  being  entertained  by  their  legs. 

Tally.  Aye  !  Why  then  if  you'll  come  to-night, 
you'll  fplit  your  fides  with  laughing,  for  I'll  be 
rot  if  we  don't  make  them  caper  higher,  and  run 
fafter,  than  ever  they  have  done  lince  the  battle 
of  Blenheim.  Come  along,  Racket.  [Exit. 

Ld.  J.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  contraft  ? 

Crab.  Not  fo  remote  as  you  imagine  ;  they  are 
fcions  from  the  fame  flock,  fet  in  different  foils. 
The  firft  fhrub,  you  fee,  flowers  moft  prodigally, 
but  matures  nothing ;  the  lad  flip,  tho'  fliinted, 
bears  a  little  fruit ;  crabbed,  'tis  true,  but  ftill  the 
growth  of  the  clime.  Come,  you'll  follow  your 
friend.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lucinda,  with  a  Servant. 

Lud  When  Mr.  Crab,  or  Sir  Charles,  enquire  for 
me;  you  will  conduct  them  hither — \_Exit.  Serv.~\ 
— How  I  long  for  an  end  to  this  important  inter 
view  !  Not  that  I  have  any  great  expectations 
from  the  iffue;  but  ftill,  in  my  circumftances,  a 
ftate  of  fufpence  is,  of  all  fhuations,  the  moft  dif- 
agreeable.  But  hufh,  they  come. 
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Enter  Sir  Charles,  Macruthcn,  Ld.  John,  and  Crab. 

Buck.  Mac,  announce  me. 

Mac.  Madam,  Sir  Charts  Buck  craves  the  ho 
nour  of  killing  your  hand. 

Bud.  Tres  humble /e  viteur.  Ft  comment  fe  forte 
MademoifeUe.  I  am  ravifhed  to  fee  thee,  ma  chere 
petite  Lucinde.  — Eh  bien,  ma  reine  !  Why  you  look 
divinely,  child.  But,  mon  enfant,  they  have  drefs'd 
you  mod  diabolically.  Why,  what  a  coiffeufe  muft 
you  have,  and,  oh  mon  Dieu,  a  total  abfence  of 
rouge.  But,  perhaps,  you  are  out.  I  had  a  cargo 
from  Deffrency  the  day  of  my  departure ;  mall  I 
have  the  honour  to  fupply  you  ? 

Luc.  You  are  obliging,  fir.  but  I  confefs  myfelf 
a  convert  to  the  chafte  cuftoms  of  this  country, 
and,  with  a  commercial  people,  you  known,  fir 
Charles,  all  artifice 

Buck.  Artifice  !  You  miftake  the  point,  ma 
chere.  A  proper  proportion  of  red,  is  an  indif- 
penfible  part  of  your  drefs  ;  and,  in  my  private 
opinion,  a  woman  might  as  well  appear,  in  public, 
without  powder,  or  a  peiticoat. 

Crab.  And,  in  my  private  opinion,  a  woman, 
\vho  puts  on  the  firft,  would  make  very  little  diffi 
culty  in  pulling  of  the  laft. 

Buck.  Oh,  Monfieur  Crab's  judgment  muft  be 
decifive  in  drcfs.  Well,  and  what  amufements, 
what  fpeciacles,  what  parties,  what  contrivances. 
to  conquer  father  time,  that  foe  to  the  fair  ?  I 
fancy  one  muft  ennuier  conjiderabUmcnt  in  your 
London  here. 

Luc.  Oh,  we  are  in  no  diftrefs  for  diverfions. 
We  have  an  opera. 

Buck. 


RETURNED  FROM  PARIS.         33 

Buck.  Italien,  I  fuppofe,  pitoiable,  mocking, 
affbmmant !  Oh,  there  is  no  fupporting  their  hi, 
hi,  hi,  hi.  Ah,  mon  Dieu  !  Ah,  chaffs  brillant  foleily 

Brillant  foleil, 

A-t-onjamais  veu  ton  par  ell  ? 

There's  mufic  and  melody. 

Luc.  What  a  fop  \ 

Buck.  But  proceed,  ma  princejfe. 

Luc.  Oh,  then  we  have  plays. 

Buck.  That  I  deny,  child. 

-Luc.  No  plays ! 

Buck.  No. 

Luc.  The  aflertion  is  a  little  whimfical. 

Buck.  Aye  that  may  be  ;  you  have  here  dra 
matic  things,  farcical  in  their  compofition,  and 
ridiculous  in  their  reprefentadon. 

Luc.  Sir,  I  own  myfelf  unequal  to  the  contro- 
verfy  ;    but,    furely  Shakfpeare — My  Lord,   this- 
fubjecl;  calls  upon  you  for  its  defence. 

Crab.  I  know  from  what  fountain  this  fool  has 
drawn  his  remarks  ;  the  author  of  the  Chinefe  Or 
phan,  in  the  preface  to  which  Mr.  Voltaire  calls 
the  principal  works  of  Shakfpeare  monftrous  farces. 

Ld.  J.  Mr.  Crab  is  right,  madam.  Mr.  Vol 
taire  has  ftigmatized  with  a  very  unjuft  and  a  very 
invidious  appellation  the  principal  works  of  that 
great  mailer  of  the  paffions ;  and  his  apparent 
motive  renders  him  the  more  inexcufable. 

Luc.  What  could  it  be,  my  Lord  ? 

Ld.  J.  The  preventing  his  countrymen  from 
becoming  acquainted  with  our  author;  that  he 
might  be  at  liberty  to  pilfer  from  him,  with  the 
greater  fecurity. 

Luc.  Ungenerous,  indeed ! 

Buck.  Palpable  defamation. 

C  Luc, 
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Luc.  And  as  to  the  exhibition,  I  have  been 
taught  to  believe,  that  for  a  natural  pathetic,  and 
a  fpirited  expreffion,  no  people  upon  earth 

Buck.  You  are  impofed  upon,  child;  the  Le- 
que/ne,  the  Lanoue,  the  Grandval,  the  Dumenil, 
the  Gaiiflen,  what  dignity,  what  a£lion  !  But,  a 
prof os,  I  have  myfelf  wrote  a  tragedy  in  French. 

Luc.  Indeed ! 

Buck.  En  write,  upon  Voltaire's  plan. 

Crab.  That  muft  be  a  precious  piece  of  work. 

Buck.  It  is  now  in  repetition  at  the  French  co 
medy.  Grandval  and  La  Gaufftn  perform  the 
principal  parts.  Oh,  what  an  eclat  !  What  a  burfl 
will  it  make  in  the  parterre,  when  the  king  of 
Ananamaboe  refufes  the  perfon  of  the  princefs  of 
Cochineal ! 

Luc.   Do  you  remember  the  paflfage  ? 

Buck.  Entire ;  and  I  believe  I  can  convey  it 
in  their  manner. 

Luc.  That  will  be  delightful. 

Buck.  And  firft  the  king. 

Ma  chere  princefs,  je  vous  aime,  c'eft  vrai ; 
De  mafemme  vous  portez  les  charmant*  aliraits* 
Mais  ce  n'ejlpas  hannete  pour  un  homme  lei  que  moi, 
De  tromper  mafemme,  ou  de  rompre  mafoi. 

Luc.  Inimitable  ! 

Bmk.  Now  the  princefs ;   me  is,  as  you  may 
fuppofe,  in  extreme  diftrefs. 
Luc.  No  doubt. 

Buck.  Mon  grand  roy,  mon  cher  adorable, 

Ayez  pitie  de  moi ;  je  fais  incon/olable. 

fThen  he  turns  his  back  upon  her,  at  which  flic 
in  a  fury] 

Monflre 
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Monjlre,  ingrat,  affrcux,  horrible,  funejle, 
Oh  queje  vous  aime,  ah  qucje  vous  detejle  ! 

[Then  he] 

Penfez  vous,  madams,  £  me  donner  la  loi, 
Votre  haine,  votre  amour,  font  Us  memes  chofes 
a  moi. 

Luc.  Bravo  ! 

Ld.  J.  Bravo,  bravo  ! 

Buck.  Aye,  there's  paffion  and  poetry,  and 
reafon  and  rhime.  Oh  how  I  deteft  blood,  and 
blank  verfe  !  There  is  fomething  fo  foft,  fo  mu- 
fical,  and  fo  natural,  in  the  rich  rhimes  of  the 
theatre  Francois ! 

Ld.  J.  I  did  not  know  Sir  Charles  was  fo  totally 
devoted  to  the  belles  lettres. 

Buck.  Oh,  entirely.  'Tis  the  ton,  the  xtafte, 
I  am  every  night  at  the  Caffe  *  Procope,  and  had 
not  I  had  the  misfortune  to  be  born  in  this  curd 
country,  I  make  no  doubt  but  you  Would  have 
feen  my  name  among  the  foremoft  of  the  French 
academy. 

Crab.  I  mould  think  you  might  eafily  get  over 
that  difficulty,  if  you  will  be  but  fo  obliging,  as  pub 
licly  to  renounce  us.  I  dare  engage  not  one  of 
your  countrymen  fhall  contradict,  or  claim  you. 

Buck.  No  ! — Impoffible.  Ffbm  the  barbarity 
of  my  education,  I  muft  ever  be  taken  for  i/n 
Anglois. 

Crab.  Never. 

Buck.  En  verite  ? 

Crab.  En  verite. 

Buck.  You  flatter  me. 

*  A  coffee-houfe  oppofite  the  French  comedy,  vvksre  the  wits 
aflemble  every  evening. 

C  2  Crab. 
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Crab.  But  common  xjuft  ice. 

Mac.  Nay,  maifter  Crab  is  in  the  right,  for  I 
have  often  heard  the  French  themfelves  fay,  Is  it 
poffible  that  gentleman  can  be  Bnti/h  ? 

Buck.  Obliging  creatures  !  And  you  concur 
vith  them. 

Crab.  Entirely. 

Luc.  Entirely. 

Ld.  J.   Entirely. 

Buck.   How  happy  you  make  me  ! 

Crab.  Egregious  puppy  !  But  we  lofe  time. 
A  truce  to  this  trumpery.  You  have  read  your 
father's  will. 

Buck.  No  ;  I  read  no  Engli/Ji.    When  Mac  has 
•  turned  it  into  French,  I  may  run  over  the  items. 

Crab.  I  have  told  you  the  part  that  concerns  the 
girl.  And  as  your  declaration  upon  it  will  dif- 
charge  me,  I  leave  you  to  what  you  will  call  an 
ecdaircijjemcnt.  Come,  my  Lord. 

Buck.  Nay,  but  Monfieur  Crab,  my  Lor,  Mac. 

Crab.  Along  with  us.  .  [Exit. 

Buck.  A  comfortable  fcrape  I  am  in  !  What 
the  deuce  am  I  to  do  ?  In  the  language  of  the 
place,  I  am  to  make  love,  I  fuppofe.  A  pretty 
employment ! 

Luc.  I  fancy  my  hero  is  a  little  puzzled  with 
fais  part.  But,  now  for  it. 

Ruck.  A  queer  creature,  that  Crab,  ma  petite. 
Bat,  a  propos,  How  d'ye  like  my  Lord. 

I.uc.  He  feems  to  have  good  fenfe  and  good 
breeding. 

£ucL  Pas  trcp.  But  don't  you  think  he  has 
fomething  of  a  foreign  kind  of  air  about  him  ? 

Luc.  Foreign  ? 

Buck.  Aye,  fomething  fo  Ergl'i/h  in  his  manner, 

Luc. 
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Luc,  Foreign,  and  Englijh  !  I  don't  compre 
hend  you. 

Buck.  Why  that  is,  he  has  not  the  eafe,  the  je 
ne  ffoi  quo?,  the  bon  ton- — In  a  word,  he  does  not 
referable  me  now. 

Luc.  Not  in  the  leaft. 

Buck.  Ah,  I  thought  fo.  He  is  to  be  pitied, 
poor  devil,  he  can't  help  it.  But,  entre  nous,  ma 
chere,  the  fellow  has  a  fortune. 

Luc.   How  does  that  concern  me,  Sir  Charles  ? 

Buck.  Why,  je  penfe,  ma  reine,  that  your  eyes 
have  done  execution  there. 

Luc.  My  eyes  execution  ! 

Buck.  Aye,  child,  is  there  any  thing  fo  extra 
ordinary  in  that  ?  Mafoi,  I  thought  by  the  vi 
vacity  of  his  praife,  that  he  had  already  fum* 
moned  the  garrifon  to  furrender. 

Luc.  To  carry  on  the  allufion,  I  believe  my 
Lord  is  too  good  a  commander,  to  commence  a 
fruitlefs  fiege  He  could  not  but  know  the  con 
dition  of  the  town. 

Buck.  Condition  !   Explain,  ma  chere. 

Luc.  I  was  in  hopes  your  interview  with  Mr. 
Crab  had  made  that  unneceifary. 

Buck.  C'h,  aye,  I  do  recolleft  fomething  of  a 
ridiculous  article  about  marriage,  in  a  will.  But 
what  a  plot  againft  the  peace  of  two  poor  people ! 
Well,  the  malice  of  fome  men  is  amazing  !  Not 
contented  with  doing  all  the  mifchief  they  can 
in  their  life,  they  are  for  intailing  their  malevo 
lence,  like  their  ettates,  to  lateft  polterity. 

Luc.  Your  contempt  of  me,  Sir  Charles,  I  re 
ceive  as  a  compliment.  But  the  infinite  obliga 
tions  I  owe  to  the  man,  who  had  the  misfortune 
to  call  you  ion,  compel  me  to  infill,  that  in  my 

C  3  prefencc, 
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prefence,  at  leafl,  no  indignity  be  offered  to  his 
memory. 

Buck.  Heydey  !     What,   in  heroics,  ma  reine  f 

Luc.  Ungrateful,  unfilial  wretch  !  fo  foon  to 
trample  on  his  afhes,  whofe  fond  heart,  the  greateft 
load  of  his  laft  hours  were  his  fears  for  thy  future 
•welfare. 

Buck.  Ma  Jbi,  elk  eft  folk,  me  is  mad,  fans 
douf.e. 

Luc.  But  I  am  to  blame.  Can  he  who  breaks 
through  one  facred  relation,  regard  another  ? 
Can  the  monfter  who  is  corrupt  enough  to  con 
temn  the  place  of  his  birth,  reverence  thofe  who 
gave  him  being  ? impoffible. 

Buck.  Ah,  a  pretty  monologue,  a  6ne  foliloquy 
this,  child. 

Luc.  Contemptible.     But  I  am  cool, 

Buck.  I  am  mighty  glad  of  it.  Now  we  {hall 
•underftand  one  another,  I  hope. 

Luc.  We  do  underftand  one  another.  You 
have  already  been  kind  enough  to  refufe  me. 
Nothing  is  wanting  but  a  formal  rejection  under 
your  hand,  and  fo  concludes  our  acquaintance. 

Buck.  Vous  allez  trcp  -vite,  you  are  to  quick,  m& 
cherc.  If  1  recolle£t,  the  confequence  of  this 
rejection  is  my  paying  you  twenty  thoufancj 
pounds. 

Luc.  True. 

Buck.  Now  that  have  not  I  the  leaft  inclination 
to  do. 

ic.  No,  fir  ?  Why  you  own  that  marriage — - 
Is  m.  averfion.  I'll  give  you  that  under 
nny<  hand,  if  you  pleafe  ;  but  I  have  a  prodigious 
love  for  the  Louis'. 

Luc.  Oh,  we'll  foon  fettle  that  difpute ;  the 
law • 
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Buck.  But,  hold,  ma  reine.  I  don't  find  that 
my  provident  father  has  precifely  determined  the 
time  of  this  comfortable  conjunction.  So,  tho* 
I  am  condemned,  the  day  of  execution  is  not 
fixed. 

Luc.  Sir  !  • 

Buck.  I  fay,  my  foul,  there   goes  no  more  to 
your  dying  a  maid,  than  my  living  a  batchelor. 
Luc.  O,  fir,  I  mall  find  a  remedy. 
Buck.  But  now  fuppofe,  ma  belle,  I  have  found 
one  to  your  hand  ? 

Luc.  As  how  ?  Name  one. 
Buck.  I'll  name  two.  And  firft,  mon  enfant  ; 
tho'  I  have  an  irrefiftable  antipathy  to  the  conju 
gal  knof,  yet  I  am  by  no  means  blind  to  your  per- 
fonal  charms;  in  the  pofleffion  of  which,  if  you 
pleafe  to  place  me,  not  only  the  aforefaid  twenty 
thoufand  pounds,  but  the  whole  terre  of  your  de 
voted  mall  fall  at  your 

Luc.  Grant  me  patience. 

Buck.  Indeed  you  want  it,    my    dear.     But   if 
you  flounce,  I  fly. 

Luc.  Quick,  fir,  your  other.  For  this  is — 
Buck.  I  grant,  not  quite  fo  fafhionable  as  my 
other.  It  is  then,  in  a  word,  that  you  would  let; 
this  lubberly  lord  make  you  a  lady,  and  appoint 
me  his  affiltam,  his  private  friend,  his  cici/bei. 
And  as  we  are  to  be  joint  partakers  of  your  per- 
fon,  let  us  be  equal  fharers  in  your  fortune,  ma 
belle. 

Luc.  Thou  mean,  abjeft,  mercenary  thing.- 
Thy  miftrefs  !  Gracious  heaven  !  Univerfal  em 
pire  fhould  not  bribe  me  to  be  thy  bride.  And 
what  apology,  what  excufe  could  a  woman  of  the 
lealt  fenfe  or  fpirit  make,  for  fo  unnatural  a  con 
nection  ! 

C  4  Buck. 
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Bud.  Fort  bitn  ! 

Luc.  Where  are  thy  attractions?  Canft  thou 
be  weak  enough  to  fuppofe  thy  frippery  drefs,  thy 
affectation,  thy  grimace,  could  influence  beyond 
"the  borders  of  a  brothel  ? 

Buck.  Tres  lien  ! 

Luc.  And  what  are  thy  improvements  ?  Thy 
air  is  a  copy  from  thy  barber  :  For  thy  drefs,  thou 
art  indebted  to  thy  taylor.  Thou  haft  loft  thy 
native  language,  and  brought  home  none  in  ex 
change  for  it. 

Buck.  Extremement  lien  / 

Luc.  Had  not  thy  vanity  fo  foon  expofed  thy 
villainy,  I  might,  in  reverence  to  that  name,  to 
which  thou  art  a  difgrace,  have  taken  a  wretched 
chance  with  thee  for  life. 

Buck.  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  that.  And  a 
pretty  pacific  partner  I  mould  have  had.  Why, 
look'ee  child,  you  have  been,  to  be  fure,  very 
eloquent,  and  upon  the  whole,  not  unentertain- 
ing  :  tho'  by  the  bye,  you  have  forgot,  in  your 
catalogue,  one  of  my  foreign  acquifitions;  c'eft-a- 
dire,  that  I  can,  with  a  moft  intrepid  fang  froid, 
without  a  fingle  emotion,  fupport  all  this  Ttorm  of 
female  fury.  But,  adieu,  ma  belle.  And  when  a 
cool  hour  of  reflection  has  made  you  fenfible  of 
the  propriety  of  my  jKopofals,  I  mail  expect  the 
honour  of  a  card. 

Luc.  Be  gone  for  ever. 

Buck.  Pour  jamais  !  Foregad  me  would  make 
an  admirable  attrefs.  If  I  once  get  her  to  Paris, 
me  mall  play  a  part  in  my  piece.  [Exit. 

Luc.  I  am  afhamed,  this  thing  has  had  the 
power  to  move  me  thus.  Who  waits  there  ?  Dear 
Mr.  Crab— — - 

Enter 
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Enter  Lord  John  and  Crab. 

Ld.  7  WG  have  been  unwillingly,  madam, 
filent  >*itnefles  to  this  fhanieful  f'cene.  I  blufh  that 
a  creature,  who  wears  the  outward  mark  of  hu 
manity  Ihould  be  in  his  morals  fo  much  below.-—- 

Crab.  Prithee  why  didfl  thou  not  call  thy  maids, 
and  tofs  the  booby  in  a  blanket  ? 

Ld.  7  If  i  might  be  permitted,  madam,  to 
conclude  what  I  intended  faying,  when  inter 
rupted  by  Mr.  Crab — 

Luc.  My  lord,  ^don't  think  me  guilty  of  affec 
tation.  I  believe,  I  guefs  at  your  generous  de- 
fign  ;  but  my  temper  is  really  fo  ruffled,  befides  I 
am  meditating  a  piece  of  female  revenge  on  this 
coxcomb. 

Ld.  J.  Dear  madam,  can  I  afiift  ? 

Luc.  Only  by  defiring  my  maid  to  bring  hi 
ther  the  tea. — My  lord,  I  am  confounded  at  the 
liberty,  but — 

Ld.  J.  No  apology.  You  honour  me,  ma 
dam. 

Crab.  And  prithee,  wench,  what  is  thy 
fcheme  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  a  very  harmlefs  one,  I  promife  you. 

Crab.  Zounds,'!  am  forry  for  it.  I  long  to  fee 
the  puppy  feverely  punilhed,  methinks. 

Luc.  Sir  Charles,  1  fancy,  can't  be  yet  got  out 
of  the  houfe.  Will  you  defire  him  to  Hep 
hither  ? 

Crab.  I'll  bring  him. 

Luc.  No,  I  wifh  to  have  him  alone, 

Crab.  Why  then  I'll  fend  him.  [Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter   Lettice. 

Luc.  Place  thefe  things  on  the  table,  a  chair 
on  each  fide :  very  well.  Do  you  keep  within 
call.  But  hark,  he  is  here.  Leave  me,  Leltice. 

\_Exit  Lettice. 

Enter  Buck. 

Suck.  So,  fo,  I  thought  fhe  would  come  to ; 
but,  I  confefs  not  altogether  fo  foon.  Eh  bien> 
Wa  belle,  fee  me  ready  to  receive  your  commands' 
Luc.  Pray  be  feated,  Sir  Charles.  I  am  afraid 
the  natural  warmth  of  my  temper  might  have 
hurried  me  into  fome  expreflions  not  altogether  fo 
fuitable. 

Buck.  Ah  bagatelle.  Name  it  not. 
Luc.  Jfoulez-vous  du  the,  monfieur  ? 
Buck.   Volontiers.     This  tea  is  a  pretty  innocent 
kind  of  beverage  ;  I  wonder  the  French  don't  take 
it.     I  have  fome  thoughts  of  giving  it  a  famion 
next  winter. 

Luc.  That  will  be  very  obliging.  It  is  of  ex 
treme  fervice  to  the  ladies  this  fide  the  water  you 
know. 

Buck.  True,  it  promotes  parties,  and  infufes  a 
kind  of  fpirit  of  converfation,  and  that — 
Luc.  Envoulez-vous  encore  ? 
Buck.  Je  vous  rends  mille  graces. — But  what  has 
occafioned  me,  mareine,  the  honour  of  your  mef- 
fage  by  Mr.  Crab  ? 

Luc.  The  favours  I  have  received  from  your 
family,  Sir  Charles^  I  thought,  demanded  from 
tne,  at  my  quitting  your  houfe,  a  more  decent, 
and  ceremonious  adieu,  than  our  laft  interview 
would  admit  of. 

Buck, 
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Buck.  Is  that  all,  ma  chere?  I  thought  your 
flinty  heart  had,  at  laft  relented.  Well,  ma  reinc, 
adieu. 

Luc.  Can  you  then  leave  me  ? 

Buck.  The  fates  will  have  it  fo. 

Luc.  Go  then,  perfidious  traitor,  be  gone ;  I 
have  this  confolation,  however,  that  If  I  cannot 
legally  poffefsyou,  no  other  woman  fhall. 

Buck.   Hey,  how,  what  ? 

Luc.  And  tho*  the  pleafure  of  living  with  you 
is  denied  me,  in  our  deaths,  at  leaft,  we  mail  foon 
be  united. 

Buck.  Soon  be  united  in  death  ?  When, 
child  ? 

Luc.  Within  this  hour. 

Buck.  Which  way  ? 

Luc.  The  fatal  draught's  already  at  my  heart. 
I  feel  it  here  ;  it  runs  thro'  every  pore.  Pangs, 
pangs  unutterable  !  The  tea  we  drank,  urged  by 
defpair  and  love — Oh  ! 

Buck,  Well! 

Luc.  I  poifon'd. 

Buck.  The  devil ! 

Luc.  And  as  my  generous  heart  would  have 
Jhared  all  with  you,  I  gave  you  half. 

Buck.   Oh,  curfe  your  generofity  ! 

Luc.  Indulge  me  in  the  cold  comfort  of  a  laft 
embrace. 

Buck.  Embrace  !  O  confound  you  !  But  it 
mayn't  be  too  late.  Macruthen,  Jonquil  !  phyfi- 
cians,  apothecaries,  oil  and  antidotes.  Oh  \je 
mmrs,  je  incurs.  Ah,  la  diableffe  !  [Exit* 

Enter  Lord  John  and  Crab. 

Crab.  A  brave  wench.  I  could  kifs  thee  for 
this  contrivance. 

L-d.J. 
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Ld.  J.  He  really  deferves  it  all. 

Crab.  Deferves  it!  Hang  him.  But  the  fenfible 
refentment  of  this  girl  has  almoft  reconciled  me 
to  the  world  again.  But  ftay,  let  us  fee — Can't 
we  make  a  further  ufe  of  the  puppy's  punimment?% 
I  fuppofe,  we  may  very  fafely  depend  on  your 
cojntempt  of  him  ? 

Luc.  Moft  fecurely. 

Crab.  And  this  young  thing  here,  has  been 
breathing  paffions  and  proteftations.  But  I'll 
take  care,  my  girl  flia'nt  go  a  beggar  to  any  man's 
bed.  We  mult  have  this  twenty  thoufand  pound, 
Lucy. 

Ld.  J.  I  regard  it  not.  Let  me  be  happy, 
and  let  him  be • 

Crab.  Pfha,  don't  fcorch  me  with  thy  flames. 
Refcrve  your  raptures;  or,  if  they  muft  have 
vent,  retire  into  that  room,  whilft  I  go  plague 
the  puppy.  [_Exeunt. 

Enter  Buck,  Macruthen,  Jonquil,  Bearnois, 
La  Loire,  Phyfician,  Surgeon.  Buck  in  a 
Cap  and  Night  Gown. 

Surg.  This  copious  phlebotomy  will  abate  the 
inflammation,  and  if  the  fix  bliflers  on  your  head 
and  back  rife,  why  there  may  be  hopes. 

•Buck.  Cold  comfort.     I  burn,  J  burn,  I  burn— 
Ah,  there's  a  fhoot.     And  now,  again,  I  freeze. 
Mac.  Aye,  they  are  fymptoms  of  a  ftrong  poi- 
fon. 

Buck.  Oh,  I  am  on  the  rack. 
Mac.  Oh,  if  it  be  got  to  the  vitals,  a  fig  for  aw 
antidotes. 

Enter  Crab. 

Crab,  Where  is  this  miferable  devil  ?  What's 
he  alive  ftill  ? 
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Mac.  In  gude  troth,  and  that's  aw. 

Suck-.  Oh  ! 

Crab.  So  you  have  made  a  pretty  piece  of 
work  on't,  young  man  ! 

Buck.  O  what  could  provoke  me  to  return  from 
Paris  ? . 

Crab.  Had  you  never  been  there,  this  could  not 
have  happened. 

Enter  Racket  and  Tally  hoe. 

Rack.  Where  is  he  ? — He's  dead  man,  his  eyes 
are  fix'd  already. 

Buck.  Oh! 

Tally.  Who  poifon'd  him,  Racket  ? 

Rack.  Gad  I  don't  know.  His  French  cook,  I 
reckon. 

Crab.  Were  there  a  poflibility  of  thy  refor 
mation,  I  have  yet  a  fecret  to  reftore  thee. 

Buck.  Oh  give  it,  give  it. 

Crab.  Not  fo  faft.  It  muft  be  on  good  con 
ditions. 

Buck.  Name  'em.  Take  my  eftate,  my — fave 
but  my  life,  take  all. 

Crab.  Firft  then  renounce  thy  right  to  that  lady, 
whofe  juft  refentment  has  drawn  this  punifhment 
upon  thee ;  and,  in  which  -fhe  is  an  unhappy 
partaker. 

Buck.  I  renounce  her  from  my  foul. 
Crab.  To  this  declaration   you   are  witnelfes. 
Next,  your  tawdry  trappings,  your  foreign  fop 
pery,  your  wafhes,   paints,    pomades,  muft  blaze 
before  your  door. 
Buck.  What,  all  ? 

Crab.  All ;  not  a  rag  (hall  be  referved.  The 
•execution  of  this  part  of  your,  fentence  fhall  be 
afligned  to  your  old  friends  here, 

Buck. 
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Buck.  Well,   take  'em. 

Tally.  Huzza,    come  Racket,  let's   rummage* 

[Exeunt  Racket  and  Tallyhoe. 

Crab.  And,  laftly,  I'll  have  thefe  exotic  at 
tendants,  thefe  inftruments  of  your  luxury,  thefe 
panders  to  your  pride,  pack'd  in  the  firft  cart,  and 
fent  poft  to  the  place  from  whence  they  came. 

Buck.  Spare  me  but  La  Jonquil. 

Crab.  Not  an  inftant.  The  importation  of 
thefe  puppies  makes  a  part  of  the  politics  of  your 
old  friends,  the  French ;  unable  to  refift  you, 
whilft  you  retain  your  ancient  roughnefs,  they 
have  recourfe  to  thefe  minions,  who  would 
firft,  by  unmanly  means,  fap  and  ("often  all  your 
native  fpirit,  and  then  deliver  you  an  eafy  prey 
to  their  employers. 

Buck.  Since  then  it  muft  be  fo,  adieu  La  Jon 
quil.  [Exeunt  Jonquil  and  Bearnois. 

Crab.  And  now  to  the  remedy.  Come  forth, 
Luanda. 

Enter  Lucinda  and  Lord  John. 

Buck.  Hey,  why  did  not  (lie  fwallow  the 
poifon  ? 

Crab.  No  ;   nor  you  neither,  you  blockhead. 

Buck.  Why,  did  not  I  leave  you  in  pangs  ? 

Buc.  Aye,  put  on.  The  tea  was  innocent,  up 
on  my  honour,  Sir  Charles.  But  you  allow  me 
to  be  an  excellent  aclrefs. 

Buck.  Oh,  curfe  your  talents! 

Crab.  This  fellow's  public  renunciation,  has 
put  your  perfon  and  fortune  in  your  own  power  : 
and  if  you  were  fincere  in  your  declaration  of 
being  directed  by  me.  beftow  it  there.  «' 

Luc.  As  a  proof  of  my  fincerity,  my  Lord,  re 
ceive  it. 

Ld.J. 
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Ld.  J.  With  more  tranfport,  than  Sir  Charles 
the  news  of  his  fafety. 

Luc.  to  Buck.  You  are  not,  at  prefent,  in  a 
condition  to  take  pofleflion  of  your  poft. 

Buck.  What  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  you  recollect;  my  Lord's  private 
friend ;  his  affiftant  you  know. 

Buck.  Oh,  ho  ! 

Mac.  But,  Sir  Charles,   as  I  find  the  affair  of' 
the  poifon  was  but  a  joke,  had  na'ye  better  with 
draw,  and  tack  off  your  blifters  ? 

Crab.  No,  let 'em  (lick.  He  wants 'em.  And 
now  concludes  my  care.  But  before  we  clofe 
the  fcene,  receive,  young  man,  this  laft  advice 
from  the  old  friend  of  your  father :  As  it  is  your 
happinefs  to  be  born  a  Briton,  let  it  be  your boaft; 
know  that  the  bleffings  of  liberty  are  your  birth 
right,  which  while  you  preferve,  other  nations 
may  envy  or  fear,  but  can  never  conquer  or  con 
temn  you.  Believe,  that  Frenc.Ii  fafhions  are  as 
ill-fuited  to  the  genius,  as  their  politics  are  per 
nicious  to  the  peace  of  your  native  land. 

A  convert  to  theft  facrcd  truths,  you'll  find, 
That  poifon  for  your  punifliment  dejign'd 
Will  prove  a  wholefome  medicine  to  your  mind. 

/ 
[Exeunt  omnes. 
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PREFACE. 

S  this  is  the  laft  opportunity  Ifoall  have  of 
addrej/ing  the  public  this  year>  I  think  it  my 
duty  to  return  them  my  warmejl  acknowledgements 
for  their  favourable  reception  of  the  following 
rittle  piece. 

The  three  principal  characters  I  met  with  in  a 
"ummers  expedition;    they    are   neither  vamped 
crom  antiquated  plays ',  pilfered  from  French  far •- 
'esy  nor  the  bafelefs  beings  of  the  poet's  brain.     I 
woe  given  them  in  their  plain  natural  habit ;  they 
waited  no  dramatic  finijhing  -,   nor  can  1  claim 
wy  other  merit  than  grouping  them  together  and 
hr  owing  them  into   action.      The  juftice^    done 
em  thereby  the  performers^  has  been  too  firongly 
flinguifoed  by   the   town  to  render    any  thing 
om  me  necejjary  j  7  could  only  wi/h  that  the  rna- 
zgers  of  the  theatres  would  employ  Mr.  Caftallo, 
hofe  peculiar  na'ivete'  and  ftriSt  propriety  would 
'tatly  become  many  characters  on  our  ft  age. 

S.  Foote. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written  and  fpoken  by  Mr.  FOOTE. 

f-fAP  P  T  my  muje,  hadjhefirft  turned  her  art, 
•*•       From  humour's  dangerous  path,  to  touch  the  heart, 
They,  who  in  all  the  blufter  of  blank  verje 
The  mournful  tales  of  love  and  war  rehearje, 
Are  Jure  the  critics  cenfure  to  ejcape  -, 

Toil  hifs  not  heroes  now,  you  only gape! 

Nor  (grangers  quite  to  heroes,  kings,  and  queens) 
Dare  you  intrude  your  judgement  on  their  Jcenes. 
A  different  lot  the  comic  muje  attends. 
She  is  oblig'dto  treat  you  with  your  friends  ; 
Muftjearch  the  court,  the  forum,  and  the  city, 
Mark  out  the  dull,  the  gallant,  and  the  witty, 
Youth's  wild  prof ufion,  th 'avarice  of  age, 
Nay,  bring  the  pit  itf elf  upon  the  ft  age. 
Firft  to  the  bar  /he  turns  her  various  face ; 
Hem  !  my  lord,  I  am  council  in  this  cafe, 
And  if  Jo  be  your  lor djhip  Jhould  think  fit, 
Why,  to  be  Jure,  my  client  muftjubmit  \ 

For  why  ?  becaufe Then  off /he  trips  again, 

And,  to  the  Jons  of  commerce,  Jhifts  her  Jcene : 
'There,  wbitft  the  griping  fire,  with  moping  care ^ 
Defrauds  the  world  himjelf  ?  enrich  his  heir, 
The  pious  boy,  his  father's  toil  rewarding, 
For  thoujands  throws  a  main  at  Covent-Garden  / 
Theje  are  the  portraits  wire  obligd  to  Jhew ; 
Tou  are  all  judges  if  they're  like  or  no : 
Here  Jhould  we  fail,  Jome  other  jh ape  we'll  try, 
And  grace  our  future  Jc^nes  with  novelty. 


PROLOGUE. 

/  have  a  plan  to  treat  you  with  burletta, 
yhat  cannot  mifs  your  tafte,  miafpiletta : 
But,  Jhould  the  following  piece  your  mirth  excite. 
From  Nature's  volume  we'll  perfift  to  write ; 
Tour  -partial  favour  bade  us  firft  proceed, 
Then  J"pare  thy  offender  fine  e  you  urg'd  the  deed. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE,    a  Room. 
HARTOP  and  JENKINS  difcovered. 

Jenk.  T  Should  not  choofe  to  marry  into  fuch  a 
JL  family. 

Hart.  Choice,  dear  Dick,  is  very  little  concern 
ed  in  the  matter ;  and,  to  convince  you  that  love 
is  not  the  minifter  of  my  counfels,  know  that  I  ne 
ver  faw  but  once  the  obje<5t  of  my  prefent  purpofe, 
and  that  too  at  a  time,  and  in  a  circumftance,  not 
very  likely  to  itamp  a  favourable  impreffion.  What 
think  you  of  a  raw  boardidg-fchool-girl  at  Lincoln- 
Minfter,  with  a  mind  unpolifhed,  a  figure  unin 
formed,  and  a  fet  of  features  tainted  with  the  colours 
of  her  unwholefome  food  ? 

Jenk.  No  very  engaging  object  indeed,  Hartop. 

Hart.  Your  thoughts  now  were  mine  then ;  but 
fome  connections  I  have  fince  had  with  her  father 
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>»  • 

have  given  birth  to  my  prefent  defign  upon  her. 
You  are  no  ftranger  to  the  fituation  of  my  circum- 
ftances :  my  neighbourhood  to  Sir  Penurious  Trifle 
was  a  fufficient  motive  for  his  advancing  what  mo 
ney  I  wanted  by  way  of  mortgage ;  the  hard  terms 
he  impofed  upon  me,  and  the  little  regard  I  have 
paid  to  ceconomy,  has  made  it  necefTary  for  me  to 
attempt  by  fome  fcheme  the  re-eftablifhment  of  my 
fortune :  this  young  lady's  fimplicity,  not  to  call  it 
ignorance,  prefented  her  at  once  as  a  proper  fubjedl 
for  my  purpofe. 

Jenk.  Succefs  to  you,  Jack,  with  all  my  foul !  a 
fellow  of  your  fpirit  and  vivacity  mankind  ought  to 
fupport  for  the  fake  of  themfelves ;  for,  whatever 
Seneca  and  the  other  moral  writers  may  have  fug- 
gefted  in  contempt  of  riches,  it  is  plain  their  max 
ims  were  not  calculated  for  the  world  as  it  now 
Hands  j  in  days  of  yore  indeed,  when  virtue  was 
called  wifdom,  and  vice  folly,  fuch  principles 
might  have  been  encouraged  j  but,  as  the  prefent 
fubjects  of  our  inquiry  are,  not  what  man  is,  but 
what  he  has,  as  to  be  rich  is  to  be  wife  and  virtuous, 
and  to  be  poor  ignorant  and  vicious,  I  heartily  ap 
plaud  your  plan  ! 

Hart.  Your  obfervation  is  but  too  juft  !  and  is  it 
not,  Dick,  a  little  unaccountable,  that  we,  who 
condefcend  fo  fervilely  to  copy  the  follies  and  fop 
peries  of  our  polite  neighbours,  fhould  be  fo  totally 
averfe  to  an  imitation  of  their  virtues  ?  In  France, 
Has  he  wealth  ?  is  an  interrogation  never  put  till  they 
are  difappointed  in  their  inquiries  after  the  birth  and 
wifdom  of  a  fafhionable  fellow  :  but  here,»  How 
much  a  year  ?  —  Two  thoufand.  —  The  devil !  In 
what  country  ?  —  Berkfhire.  —  Indeed  !  God  blefs 
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us !  a  happy  dog  !  —  How  the  deuce  come  I  to  be 
interefted  in  a  man's  fortune  unlefs  I  am  his  fteward 
or  his  tailor  ?  Indeed  knowledge  and  genius  arc 
worth  examining  into  j  by  thofe  my  underftanding 
may  be  improved,  or  my  imagination  gratified; 
but  why  fuch  a  man's  being  able  to  eat  ortolans,  and 
drink  French  wine,  is  to  recommend  him  to  my 
efteem,  is  what  I  cannot  readily  conceive. 

Jenk.  This  complaint  may  with  juftice  be  made 
of  all  imitations ;  the  ridiculous  fide  is  ever  the  ob 
ject  imitated.  But  a  truce  to  moralifing  and  to  our 
bufmefs.  Prithee,  in  the  firft  place,  how  can  you 
gain  admittance  to  your  miftrefs  ?  and,  in  the  fe- 
cond,  is  the  girl  independent  of  her  father  ?  his 
confent,  I  fuppofe,  you  have  no  thoughts  of  ob 
taining. 

Hart.  Some  farther  propofals  concerning  my  ef- 
tate,  fuch  as  an  increafe  of  the  mortgage  or  an  ab- 
folute  fale,  is  a  fufficient  pretence  for  a  vifit  j  and, 
as  to  cafh,  twenty  to  my  knowledge  !  independent 
too,  you  rogue !  and,  befides,  an  only  child,  you 
know  !  and  then,  when  things  are  done  they  can't 
be  undone,  and  'tis  well  its  no  worfe,  and  a  hundred 
fuch  pretty  proverbs,  will,  its  great  odds,  reconcile 
the  old  fellow  at  laft.  Befides,  my  papa  in  pofle 
has  a  foible,  which,  if  I  condefcend  to  humour,  I 
have  his  foul,  my  dear. 

Jenk.  Prithee,  now  you  are  in  Ipirits,  give  me  a 
portrait  of  Sir  Penurious  ;  though  he  is  my  neigh 
bour,  yet  he  is  fb  domeftic  an  animal  that  I  know 
no  more  of  him  than  the  common  country  conver- 
fation,  that  he  is  a  thrifty,  wary,  man. 

Hart.  The  very  abftract  of  penury !  Sir  John 
Cutler,  with  his  tranfmigrated  {lockings,  was  but  a 

type 
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type  of  him.  For  inftance,  the  barber  has  the  growth 
of  his  and  his  daughters's  head  once  a  year  for  fha- 
ving  the  knight  once  a  fortnight ;  his  (hoes  are  made 
with  the  leather  of  a  coach  of  his  grandfather's,  built 
in  the  year  i  j  his  male  fervant  is  footman,  groom, 
carter,  coachman,  and  tailor;  his  maid  employs  her 
leifure  hours  in  plain- work  for  the  neighbours,  which 
Sir  Penurious  takes  care,  as  her  labour  is  for  his 
emolument,  (hall  be  as  many  as  poflible,  by  joining 
with  his  daughter  in  fcouring  the  rooms,  making 
the  beds,  &c.  thus  much  for  his  moral  character. 
Then,  as  to  his  intellectual,  he  is  a  mere  carte 
blanche  jrfhe  laft  man  he  is  with  mud  afford  him. 
matter  for-  the  next  he  goes  to  j  but  a  ftory  is  his 
idol,  throw  him  in  that  and  he  fwallows  it ;  no  mat 
ter  what,  raw  or  roafted,  favoury  or  infipid,  down 
it  goes,  and  up  again  to  the  firft  perfon  he  meets : 
it  is  upon  this  bafis  I  found  my  favour  with  the 
knight,  having  acquired  patience  enough  to  hear 
his  ftories,  and  equipped  myfelf  with  a  quantity  fuf- 
ficient  to  furnifh  him  j  his  manner  is  indeed  pecu 
liar,  and  for  once  or  twice  entertaining  enough.  I'll 

give  you  a  fpecimen  j Is  not  that  an  equ.i- 

page  ? 

Jcnk.  Hey !  yes,  faith !  and  the  owner  an  ac 
quaintance  of  mine  ;  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  by  Ju 
piter  !  and  his  ion  Tim  with  him.  Now  I  can  match 
your  knight.  He  muft  come  this  way  to  the  par 
lour.  We'll  have  a  fcene  j  but  take  your  cue,  he 
is  a  country  politician. 

SIR  GREGORY,  entering^  and  Waiter. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  neither  the  Gloucefter  Journal, 
nor  the  Worcefter  Courant,  nor  the  Northampton 

Mercury, 
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Mercury,  nor  the  Chefter ?  Mr.  Jenkins, 

I  am  your  humble  fervantj  a  ftrange  town  this, 
Mr.  Jenkins,  no  news  ftirring,  no  papers  taken  in  1 
Is  that  gentleman  a  ftranger,  Mr.  Jenkin's  ?  Pray, 
fir,  not  to  be  too  bold,  don't  you  come  from  Lon 
don  ? 

Hart.  But  laft  night. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  that's  wonderful !  — 
Mr.  Jenkins,  introduce  me. 

Jenk.  Mr.  Hartop,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  Sir,  I  am  proud  to  Well,  fir, 

and  what  news  ?  You  come  from Pr ay,  fir, 

are  you  a  parliament-man  ? 

Hart.  Not  I  indeed,  fir. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack!  may  be  belong  to  the 
law? 

Hart.  Nor  that. 

Sir  Greg.  <$h,  then  in  fome  of  the  offices  $  the 
treafury  or  the  exchequer  ? 

Hart.  Neither,  fir. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  that's  wonderful !  Well, 

but,  Mr. . Pray  what  name  did  Mr.  Jenkins, 

Ha Ha 

Hart.  Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  true  !  what,  not  of  the  Hartops  of 
Bofton  ? 

Hart.  No. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  not.  There  is,  Mr.  Hartop, 
one  thing  that  I  envy  you  Londoners  in  much ;  — 
quires  of  news-papers  !  —  Now  I  reckon  you  read  a 
matter  of  eight  Iheets,  every  day  ? 

Hart.  Not  one. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  then,  may  be,  you  are 
about  court  j  and  fo,  being  at  the  fountain-head, 

know 
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know  what  is  in  the  papers  before  they  are  print 
ed. 

Hart.  I  never  trouble  my  head  about  them.  - 
An  old  fool  !  \Afide.  ~\ 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lord  !  Your  friend,  Mr.  Jen 
kins,  is  very  clofe. 

Jenk.  Why,  Sir  Gregory,  Mr.  Hartop  is  much 
in  the  fecrets  above  ;  and  it  becomes  a  man  fo  truft- 
ed  to  be  wary,  you  know. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo.  Wonderful  ! 
ay,  ay,  a  great  man  no  doubt. 

Jenk.  But  I'll  give  him  a  better  infight  into  your 
character,  and  that  will  induce  him  to  throw  off  his 
referve. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo  ;  do,  do  j  ay,  ay  ! 

Jenk.  Prithee,  Jack,  don't  be  fo  crufty,  indulge 
the  knight's  humour  a  little  }  befides,  if  I  guefs 
right,  it  may  be  neceffary  for  the  conduct  of  your 
defign  to  contract  a  pretty  ftrict  intimacy  here. 


Hart.  Well,  do  as  you  will.     \_Afide.~\ 

Jenk.  Sir  Gregory,  Mr.  Hartop's  ignorance  of 
your  character  made  him  a  little  fhy  in  his  replies, 
but  you  will  now  find  him  more  communicative  ; 
and,  in  your  ear,  —  he  is  a  treafure  ;  he  is  in  all  the 
myfteries  of  government  ;  at  the  bottom  of  every 
thing. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  !  a  treafure  !  ay,  ay,  may 
be  fo. 

Jenk.  And,  that  you  may  have  him  to  yourfblf, 
I'll  go  in  fearch  of  your  fon. 

Sir  Greg.  Do  fo,  do  fo;  Tim  is  without,  juft 
come  from  his  uncle  Tregegle's  at  Mavagezy  in 

Cornwall  ; 
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Cornwall  j  Tim  is  an  honeft  lad :  do  Ib,  do  fo. 
[Exit  Jenk.~]  Well,  Mr.  Hartop,  and  fo  we  have 
a  peace  ;  lack-a-day !  long  looked  for  come  at  laft. 
But  pray,  Mr.  Hartop,  how  many  news-papers  may 
you  have  printed  in  a  week  ? 

Hart.  About  a  hundred  and  fifty,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  and  all  full,  I 
reckon  ;  full  as  an  egg  j  nothing  but  news  !  well, 
well,  I  mail  go  to  London  one  of  thefe  days.  A 
hundred  and  fifty ;  wonderful !  and,  pray  now, 
which  do  you  reckon  the  beft  ? 

Hart.  Oh,  Sir  Gregory,  they  are  as  various  in 
their  excellencies  as  their  ufes  ;  if  you  are  inclined 
to  blacken,  by  a  couple  of  lines,  the  reputation  of 
a  neighbour,  whofe  character  neither  your  nor  his 
whole  life  can  pofilbly  reftore,  you  may  do  it  for 
two  millings  in  one  paper;  if  you  are  displaced,  or 
difappointed  of  a  place,  a  triplet  againft  the  miniitry 
will  be  always  well  received  at  the  head  of  another; 
and  then,  as  a  paper  of  morning  amufement,  you 
have  the  Fool. 

Sir  Greg.  The  Fool !  good  lack !  and  pray  who 
and  what  may  that  fame  Fool  be  ? 

Hart.  Why,  Sir  Gregory,  the  author  has  artfully 
aflumed  that  habit,  like  the  royal  jefters  of  old,  to 
level  his  fatire  with  more  fecurity  to  himfelf  and  fe- 
verity  to  others. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo  !  the  Fool !  ha, 
ha,  ha  !  well  enough  !  a  queer  dog,  and  no  fool,  I 
warrant  you  !  Killigrew,  ah,  1  have  heard  my 
grandfather  talk  much  of  that  fame  Killigrew,  and 
no  fool !  But  what  is  all  this  to  news,  Mr.  Har 
top  ?  Who  gives  us  the  beft  account  of  the  king  of 
Spain,  and  the  queen  of  Hungary,  and  thofe  great 

folks  I 
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folks  ?  Come  now,  you  could  give  us  a  little  news 
if  you  would  -,  come  now  !  —  fnug  !  —  nobody  by  1 
—  good  now  do  ;  come,  ever  fo  little  ! 

Hart.  Why,  as  you  fo  largely  contribute  to  the 
fupport  of  the  government,  it  is  but  fair  you  (hould 
know  what  they  are  about.  —  We  are  at  prefent  in 
a  treaty  with  the  pope  ! 

Sir  Greg.  With  the  pope !  Wonderful !  Good 
now,  good  now !  how,  how  ? 

Hart.  We  are  to  yield  him  up  a  large  tracl:  of  the 
Terra  Incognita,  together  with  both  the  Needles, 
Scilly-rocks,  and  the  Lizard-point,  on  condition 
that  the  pretender  has  the  government  of  Laputa, 
and  the  bifhop  of  Greenland  fucceeds  to  St.  Peter's 
chair ;  he  being,  you  know,  a  proteftant,  when 
poflefled  of  the  pontificals,  iflues  out  a  bull,  com 
manding  all  catholics  to  be  of  his  religion ;  they, 
deeming  the  pope  infallible,  follow  his  directions, 
and  then,  Sir  Gregory,  we  are  all  of  one  mind. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack  !  rare  news,  rare 
news,  rare  news !  ten  millions  of  thanks,  Mr.  Har- 
top  !  But  might  not  I  juft  hint  this  to  Mr.  Soakum, 
our  vicar  ?  'twould  rejoice  his  heart. 

Hart.  O  fie,  by  no  means. 

Sir  Greg.  Only  a  line  !  —  a  little  hint !  —  do 
now. 

Hart.  Well,  fir,  it  is  difficult  for  me  to  refufe 
you  any  thing. 

Sir  Greg.  Ten  thoufand  thanks !  NOW  !  the 

pope  !  Wonderful !  I'll  minute  it  down  j  

both  the  Needles  ? 

Hart.  Ay,  both. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  I'll  minute  it ; the  Li 
zard-point,  —  both  the  Needles,  - —  Scilly-rocks, 

bifhop 


THE     KNIGHTS.  15 

—  bifhop  of  Greenland, St.  Peter's  chair. 

Why  then,    when  this  is  finifhed,  we  may 

chance  to  attack  the  great  Turk,  and  have  holy  wars 
again,  Mr.  Hartop  ? 

Hart.  That's  part  of  the  fcheme. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah !  good  now  !  you  fee  I  have  a  head ! 
politics  have  been  my  ftudy  many  a  day.  Ah,  if  I 
had  been  in  London  to  improve  by  the  news-pa 
pers  ! They  tell  me  Dodtor  Drybones  is  to  fuc- 

ceed  to  the  bifhoprk  of  \_PFbifpers.] 

Hart.  No;  Doctor \WhiJ^ers\ 

Sir  Greg.  Indeed  !     I  was  told  by  my  landlord  at 

Rofs,  that  it  was  between  him  and  the  dean  of • 

[Whifpers.] 

Hart.  To  my  knowledge 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  you  know  beft,  to  be  fure.     If 

it  fhould Hufh  !  here's  Mr.  Jenkins  and  fen 

Tim.    Mum  !  —  Mr.  Jenkins  does  not  know  any 
thing  about  the  treaty  with  the  pope  ? 

Hart.  Not  a  word. 

Sir  Greg.  Mum ! 


Enter  TIMOTHY  and  JENKINS. 

Jenk.  Matter  Timothy  is  almoft  grown  out  of 
knowledge,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  ay,  ay,  ill 
weeds  grow  apace.  Son  Tim,  Mr,  Hartop :  a  great- 
man,  child  !  Mr.  Hartop,  fon  Tim. 

Hart.  Sir,  I  fhall  be  alwaysr  glad  to  know  every 
branch  that  fprings  from  fo  valuable  a  trunk  as  Sir 
Gregory  Gazette. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo  !     Wonderful !     Ay,  ay ! 

Barf. 
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Hart.  Sir,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  in  Herefordfliire : 
have  you  been  long  from  Cornwall  ? 

Tim.  Ay,  fir;  a  matter  of  four  weeks  or  a  month, 
more  or  lefs. 

Sir  Greg.  Well  faid,  Tim  !  ay,  ay,  afk  Tim  any 
queftions,  he  can  anfwer  for  himfelf.  Tim,  tell 
Mr.  Hartop  all  the  news  about  the  ele&ions,  and 
the  tinners,  and  the  tides,  and  the  roads,  and  the 
pilchers  :  I  want  a  few  words  with  my  mafter  Jen 
kins. 

Hart.  You  have  been  fo  long  abfent  from  your 
native  country  that  you  have  almoft  forgot  it. 

Tim.  Yes  fure ;  I  ha*  been  at  uncle  Tregegle's  a 
matter  of  twelve  or  a  dozen  year,  more  or  lefs. 

Hart.  Then  I  reckon  you  were  quite  impatient  to 
ice  your  papa  and  mamma  ? 

Tim.  No  fure,  not  I.  Father  fent  for  me  to  un 
cle  ;  fure  Mavagezy  is  a  choice  place  !  and  I  could 
a'ftay'd  there  all  my  born  days,  more  or  lefs. 

Hart.  Pray,  fir,  what  were  your  amufements. 

Tim.  Nan  ?  what  do  you  fay  ? 

Hart.  How  did  you  divert  yourfelf  ? 

Tim.  Oh,  we  ha*  paftimes  enow  there :  we  ha* 
bull-baiting,  and  cock-fighting,  and  fifhing,  and 
hunting,  and  hurling,  and  wreftling. 

Hart.  The  two  laft  are  fports  for  which  that 
country  is  very  remarkable :  in  thofe,  I  prefume, 
you  are  very  expert  ? 

Tim.  Nan  ?  what  ? 

Hart.  I  fay  you  are  a  good  wreftler  ? 

Tim.  Oh  !  yes  fure,  I  can  wreftle  well  enow  : 
but  we  don't  wreftle  after  your  fafhion  j  we  ha'  no 
tripping  j  fath  and  foul !  we  all  go  upon  clofe  hugs 

or 
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or  the  flying  mare.  Will  you  try  a  fall,  mailer  ?  I 
wan't  hurt  you,  fath  and  foul. 

Hart.  We  had  as  good  not  venture  though. 

But  have  you  left  in  Cornwall  nothing  that  you 
regret  the  lofs  of  more  than  hurling  and  wreft- 
ling  ? 

Tim.  Nan  ?  what  ? 

Hart.  No  favourite  (lie  ? 

'Tim.  Arra,  I  coupled  Favourite  and  Jowler  to 
gether,  and  fure  they  tugg'd  it  all  the  way  up. 
Part  with  Favourite  !  no  I  thank  you  for  nothing  : 
you  muft  know  I  nurfed  Favourite  myfelf ;  uncle's 
huntfman  was  going  to  mill-pond  to  drown  all 
Mufic's  puppies;  fo  I  faved  Hie :  but,  fath,  I'll  tell 
you  a  comical  flory ;  at  Lanfton  they  both  broke 
loofe  and  eat  a  whole  loin-a'-veal  and  a  leg  of  beef: 
Crift  !  how  landlord  fwear'd  !  fath,  the  poor  fellow 
was  almoft  mazed  ;  it  made  me  die  wi'  laughing  : 
but  how  came  you  to  know  about  our  Favourite  ? 

Hart.  A  circumftance,  fo  material  to  his  fon, 
could  not  efcape  the  knowledge  of  Sir  Gregory  Ga 
zette's  friends.  But  here  you  miftook  me  a  little, 
'Squire  Tim  ;  I  meant  whether  your  affections  were 
not  fettled  upon  fome  pretty  girl ;  has  not  fome  Cor- 
nifh  lafs  caught  your  heart  ? 

Tim.  Hufh  !  'god,  the  old  man  will  hear  j  jog  a 
tiny,  bit  this  way  ;  —  won't  a'  tell  father  ? 

Hart.  Upon  my  honour  ! 

T'im.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  ftory,  more 
or  lefs.  Do  you  know  Mally  Pengroufe  ? 

Hart.  I  am  not  fo  happy. 

T'im.  She's  uncle's  milkmaid  ;  fhe's  as  handfome, 
lord  !  her  face  all  red  and  white,  like  t  •  infide  of 
a  ihoulderof  mutton  :  fo  I  made  love  to  ojr  Maily  j 

B  and 
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and  juft,  fath,  as  I  had  got  her  good  will  to  run  a- 
way  to  Exeter  and  be  married,  uncle  found  it  out 
and  fent  word  to  father,  and  father  fent  for  me 
home  j  but  I  don't  love  her  a  bit  the  worfer  for 
that :  but,  'icod,  if  you  tell  father  he'll  knock  my 
brains  out,  for  he  fays  I'll  difparage  the  family,  and 
mother's  as  mad  as  a  March  hare  about  it  j  fo  father 
and  mother  ha'  brought  me  to  be  married  to  fome 
young  body  in  thefe  parts. 

Hart.  What,  is  my  lady  here  ? 

'Tim.  No  fure,  Dame  Winifred,  as  father  calls 
her,  could  not  come  along. 

Hart.  I  am  forry  for  that ;  I  have  the  honour  to 
be  a  diftant  relation  of  her  ladyfhip. 

Tim.  Like  enough,  fath !  fhe's  a-kin  to  half  the 
world,  I  think.  But  don't  you  fay  a  word  to  father 
about  Mally  Pengroufe.  Hufh  ! 

Jenk.  Mr.  Hartop,  Sir  Gregory  will  be  amongfl 
us  fome  time  j  he  is  going  with  his  fon  to  Sir  Penu 
rious  Trifle's ;  there  is  a  kind  of  a  treaty  of  mar 
riage  on  foot  between  Mifs  Sukey  Trifle  and  Mr. 
Timothy. 

Hart.  The  devil !  I  fhall  be  glad  of  every  cir- 
cumftance  that  can  make  me  better  acquainted  with 
Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  may  be  fo, 
may  be  fo. 

tfim.  Father,  fure  the  gentleman  fays  as  how  mo 
ther  and  he  are  a-kin. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  lack-a-day  !  lack-a-day  ! 

how,  how  ?  I  am  proud  to But  how,  Mr. 

Hartop,  how  ? 

Hart.  Why,  fir,  a  coufm-german  of  my  aunt's 
firft  hufba;io  inter-married  with  a  diftant  relation  of 
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a  collateral  branch  by  the  mother's  fide,  the  Apprices 
of  Lantrindon  ;  and  we  have  ever  fince  quartered  in 
an  jefcutcheon  of  pretence  the  three  goats  tails  ram 
pant,  divided  by  a  chevron,  field  argent,  with  a 
leek  pendant  in  the  dexter  point,  to  diftinguifti  the 
fecond  houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful!  wonderful!  nearly,  nearly, 
related  !  good  now,  good  now  !  if  Dame  Winifred 
were  here  fhe'd  make  them  all  out  with  a  wet  finger; 
but  they  are  above  me.  Prithee,  Tim,  good  now ! 
fee  after  the  horfes  j  —  and,  d'ye  hear !  try  if  you 
can  get  any  news-papers. 

'Tim.  Yes,  father.  —  But,  coufm  What-d'ye-call- 
um,  not  a  word  about  Mally  Pengroufe  ! 

Hart.  Mum! 

[Exit  Timothy.] 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  that  boy  will  make  fome 
miftake  about  the  horfes  now !  I'll  go  myfelf. 
Good  now,  no  farther  coufin  !  if  you  pleafe,  no  ce 
remony  ! A  hundred  and  fifty  a  week  1  the 

Fool !  ha,  ha,  ha !  wonderful !  an  odd  dog. 

[Exit  Sir  Gregory.] 

Jenk.  So,  Jack,  here's  a  frefh  fpoke  in  your 
wheel. 

Hart.  This  is  a  curfed  crofs  incident ! 

Jenk.  Well,  but  ibmething  muft  be  done  to 
fruftrace  the  fcheme  of  your  new  coufin.  Can  you 
think  of  nothing  ? 

Hart.  I  have  been  hammering :  —  pray,  are  the 
two  knights  intimate  ?  are  they  well  acquainted  with 
each  other's  perfon  ? 

Jenk.  Faith,  I  can't  tell ;  but  we  may  foon 
know. 

B  2  Hart. 
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Hart.  Could  you  recommend  me  a  good  fpirited 
giri,  who  has  humour  and  compliance  to  follow  a 
few  directions,  and  underftanding  enough  to  bar 
ter  a  little  inclination  for  3000!.  a  year  and  a 
fool? 

Jenk.  In  part  I  guefs  your  defign :  the  man's 
daughter  of  the  houfe  is  a  good  lively  lafs,  has  a 
fortune  to  make,  and  no  reputation  to  lofe.  I'll  call 
her.  —  Jenny  !  —  But  the  enemy  is  at  hand ;  —  I'll 
withdraw  and  prepare  Jenny.  When  the  wor- 
fhipful  family  are  retired  I'll  introduce  the 
wench. 

\Exit  Jenkins.] 


Enter  SIR  GREGORY  and  TIMOTHY. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  now,  coufin,  are  you  in  friend- 
ftiip  with  Sir  Penurious  Trifle  ? 

Hart.  I  have  the  honour,  fir,  of  that  gentleman's 
acquaintance. 

Sir  Greg.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo  !  but,  lack-a- 
day,  coufin,  is  he  fuch  a  mifer  as  folks  fay  ?  Good 
now,  they  tell  me  we  fhall  hardly  have  neceflaries 
for  ourfelves  and  horfes  at  Gripe-Hall :  but,  as  you 
are  a  relation,  you  fhould,  good  now,  know  the  af 
fairs  of  the  family.  Here  is  Sir  Penurious's  letter  $ 
here,  coufin. 

Hart.  "  Your  overture  I  receive  with  pleafure, 
and  Ihould  be  glad  to  meet  you  in  Shropfhire."  —  I 
fancy,  from  a  thorough  knowledge  of  Sir  Penu 
rious's  difpofition,  and  by  what  I  can  collect 
from  the  contents  of  that  letter,  he  would  be  much 

better 
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better  pleafed  to  meet  you  here  than  at  his  own 
houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack -a- day !  may  be  fo  !  a  ftrange 
man  !  wonderful  !  But,  good  now,  coufin,  what 
muft  we  do  ? 

Hart.  I  will  this  morning  pay  Sir  Penurious  a 
vifit ;  and,  if  you  will  honour  me  with  your  com 
mands,  I'll 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  to-day !  good  now,  that's 
lucky  !  coufin,  you  are  very  kind  :  good  now  !  I'll 
fend  a  letter,  Tim,  by  coufin  Hartop. 

Hart.  A  letter  from  fo  old  an  acquaintance,  and 
upon  fo  happy  an  occafion,  will  fecure  me  a  favour 
able  reception. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  lack,  good  lack !  an  old  ac 
quaintance  indeed,  coufin  Hartop  !  we  were  at  He- 

refordfhire  'fize  together let's  fee,  wonderful  ! 

how  long  ago  ?  'twas  while  I  was  courting  Dame 
Winny ;  the  year  before  I  married  j  good  now,  how 
long  ?  let's  fee,  —  that  year  the  hackney-ftable  was 
built,  and  Peter  Ugly,  the  blind  pad,  fell  into  a 
faw-pit. 

'Tim.  Mother  fays,  father  and  fhe  was  married, 
the  i ft  of  April,  in  the  year  10 ;  and  I  knows  'tis 
there  about,  for  I  am  two-and-thirty ;  and  brother 
Jeremy,  and  Roger,  and  Gregory,  and  fitter  Nelly, 
were  born'd  before  I. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  how  time 
wears  away  !  wonderful !  thirty- eight  years  ago, 
Tim  ;  I  could  not  have  thought  it.  But  come  in, 
let's  fet  about  the  letter.  But  pray,  coufin,  what 
diverfions,  good  now !  are  going  forward  in  JLon- 
jion  ? 

B  3  Hart, 
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Hart.  Oh,  fir,  we  are  In  no  diftrefs  for  amufe^ 
ment;  we  have  plays,  balls,  puppet-fhows,  maf- 
querades,  bull-baitings,  boxings,  burlettas,  routs, 
drums,  and  a  thoufand  others.  But  I  am  in  hafte 
for  your  epiftle,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Coufin,  your  fervant, 

[Exit  Sir  Greg,  and  Tim.] 

Hart.  I  am  your  moft  obedient. Thus  far 

our  fcheme  fucceeds  ;  and,  if  Jenkins's  girl  can  af- 
f i line  the  aukward  pertnefs  of  the  daughter  with  as 
much  fuccefs  as  I  can  imitate  the  fpirited  folly  of 
Sir  Penurious,  the  father,  I  ^on'tdelpair  of  a  happy 
cataftrophe. 


Enter  JENNY, 

Jenny.  Sir,  Mr.  Jenkins • 

Har.(>  Oh,  child,  your  inftru<5tions  lhall  be  ad- 
mi  niftered  within. 

Jenny.  Mr.  Jenkins  has  opened  your  defign,  and 
I  am  ready  and  able  to  execute  my  part. 

Hart.  My  dear,  I  have  not  the  leaft  doubt  of 
either  your  inclination  or  ability.  —  But,  pox  take 
this  old  fellow !  what  in  the  devil's  name  can  bring 
him  back  ?  — ?  Scour,  Jenny. 

{Exit  Jenny.] 


Enter  SIR  GREGORY. 

Sir  Greg.  Goufin,  I  beg  pardon,  but  I  have  a  fa 
vour  to  beg ;  —  good  now,  could  not  you  make  iq- 
fereft  at  fome  coffee-houfe  in  London  to  buy,  for  a 

fmalj 
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fmall  matter,  the  old  books  of  news-papers,  and 
fend  them  into  the  country  to  me  ?  They  would 
pafs  away  the  time  rarely  in  a  rainy  day  ! 

Hart.  ^Sir,  I'll  fend  you  a  cart-load. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  ten  thoufand 
thanks !  you  are  a  coufin  indeed  !  But  pray,  coufin, 
let  us,  good  now  !  fee  fome  of  the  works  of  that 
fame  Fool. 

Hart.  I'll  fend  them  you  all ;  but  a 

Sir  Greg.  What  all  ?  lack-a-day,  that's  kind, 
coufin  ?  The  Terra  Incognita,  —  both  the  Needles, 
—  a  great  deal  of  that !  —  But  what  biftiop  is  to  be 
pope  ? 

Hart.  Zounds,  fir,  I  am  in  hade  for  your  letter; 
when  I  return  aflc  as  many  queflions 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  that's  true  !  — 

I'll  in,    and  about  it. But,  coufin,  the  pope  is 

not  to  have  Gibraltar  ? 

Hart.  No,  no ;  damn  it,  no !  as  none  but  the 
Fool  could  fay  it,  fo  none  but  ideots  would  believe 
him  !  Pray,  Sir  Gregory, 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  coufm !  Lack-a-day,  you 
are  fo But,  pray  ••  • 

Hart.  Damn  your  praying !  if  you  don't  finifh 
your  letter  immediately  you  may  carry  it  your- 
felf! 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  coufin  !  Lack-a-day,  you 
are  in  fuch  a Good  now,  I  go,  I  go  ! 

Hart.  But,  if  the  truth  fhould  be  difcovered,  I 
fhall  be  inevitably  difappointed. 

Sir  Greg.  But,  coufin,  are  Scilly-rocks 

Hart.  I  wifh  they  were  in  your  guts  with  all  my 
fceart !  I  muft  quit  the  field,  I  find. 

[Bar.] 
B  4  Sir  Grer. 

Q 
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Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now !  a 
paffionate  man  !  Lack-a-day  !  I*am  glad  the  pope 
is  not  to  have  Gibraltar  though  ! 

[Exit.] 


JlNQ     OF     ACT    I, 


ACT 
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ACT  If. 


SIR  GREGORY,  and  TIMOTHY  reading  a  News-pa- 
per  to  him. 

Tim.  ^"^Onftantinople,    N.   S.     Nov.   15.     The 
\^Jl  Grand  Seignour  < 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  good  now,  Tim,  the  po 
litics,  child ;  and  read  the  ftars,  a'nd  the  daihes,  and 
the  blanks,  as  I  taught  you,  Tim. 

'Tim.  Yes,  father. «         We  can  affiire  our  readers 

that  the  D dafh  is  to  go  to  F  blank;  and  that 

a  certain  noble  L is  to  refign  his  p e  in  the 

T y,  in  order  to  make  r — m  for  the  two  three- 

ftars. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now  ! 
great  news,  Tim  !  ah,  I  knew  the  two  three-ftars 
would  come  in  play  one  time  or  other  !  this  London 
Evening  knows  more  than  any  pf  them.  Well, 
child,  well !  ^ 

Tim.  From  the  D.  J. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  that's  the  Dublin  Journal.  Go  on, 
Tim. 

I'm.  Laft  Saturday  a  gang  of  highwaymen  broke 
into  an  empty  houfe  on  Ormond^Quay,  and  flripped 
jt  of  all  the  furniture, 

Sir  Greg* 
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Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  wonderful !  to  what  a 
height  thefe  rogues  are  grown  ! 

?/«.  The  way  to  Mr.  Keith's  chapel  is,  turn  of 
your — 

Sir  Greg.  Pfhaw  !  fkip  that,  Tim  j  I  know  that 
road  as  well  as  the  dodlor !  'tis  in  every  time. 

7w».  I.  Ward,  at  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  Petti 
coat-lane,  makes  tabby  all  over  for  people  inclined 
to  be  crooked ;  and,  if  he"  was  to  have  the  univerfal 
world  for  making  a  pair  of  flays,  he  could  not  put 
better  fluff  in  them. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now  I  where's  that,  Tim  ? 

3tm»  At  the  Cat  and  Gridiron,  father. 

Sir  Greg.  I'll  minute  that :  all  my  lady  Izard's 
children,,  good  now  1  are  inclined  to  be  crooked. 


Enter  a  Waiter. 

Walt.  Sir,  Mr.  Jenkins  begs  to  fpeak  with  you. 
Sir  Greg.  Good  now  !  defire  him  to  walk  in. 

[Exit  Waiter. ~\ 


Enter  JENKINS. 

Jenk.  I  thought  it  might  not  be  improper  to  pre 
pare  you  for  a  vifit  from  Sir  Penurious  Trifle :  I  faw 
him  and  his  daughter  alight  at  the  apothecary's 
above. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  they  are  come  ?  Wonderful ! 
Very  kind,  very  kind,  very  kind,  indeed  !  Mr.  — ? 
Come,  Tim,  fettle  my  cravat ; .  good  now  !  let's  be 
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a  little  decent :  —  remember  your  beft  bow  to  your 
miftrefs,  Tim. 

2?;».  Yes,  father:  but  muft  not  I  kifs  Mifs 
Suck  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  ay,  ay !  pray,  is  coufin 
Hartop  come  along  ? 

Jenk.  I  have  not  feen  him  :  —  but  I  fancy  J  had 
better  introduce  my  neighbours. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  would  you  be  fo  kind ! 
[Exit  Jenkins."]  Stand  behind  me,  Tim !  Pull 
down  your  ruffles,  child  ! 

Tim.  But,  father,  won't  Mifs  Suck  think  me  bold 
if  I  kifs  her  chaps  the  firft  time  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  no,  Tim,  no  !  faint  heart 
never  won  fair  lady  !  ha  !  Tim,  had  you  but  feen 
me  attack  Dame  Winny  !  —  but  times  ar'n't  as  they 
were ;  good  now  !  we  were  another  kind  of  folks  in 
thofe  days  j  flout  hearty  fmacks  that  would  have 
made  your  mouth  water  again,  and  the  mark  flood 
upon  the  pouting  lip  like  the  print  upon  a  pound 
of  butter:  but  the  mafter-mirTes  of  the  prefent  age 
go,  lack-a-day !  as  gingerly  about  it,  as  if  they 
were  afraid  to  fill  their  mouths  with  the  paint 
upon  their  miflrefs's  cheeks.  Ah,  the  days  I  have 
feen  ! 

Tim.  Nay,  father,  I  warrant,  if  that's  all,  I  kils 
Jier  hearty  enow,  fath  and  foul  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Hufh !  Tim,  hufh !  ftand  behind  me, 
Child. 


Enter 
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Enter  HARTOP  as  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  and  JENNY 
as  Mifs  Sukey,  and  JENKINS. 


Sir  Greg.  Sir  Penurious,  I  am  overjoyed !  — 
Good  now ! 

Hart.  Sir  Gregory,  I  kifs  your  hand !  My 
daughter  Suck. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  Mifs,  I  am  proud  to  < 

Son  Tim,  Sir  Penurious;    beft  bow,  child  !  « 

Mifs  Suck 

Tim.  AnTt  that  right,  father  ?  [Kffis  her.} 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  I  am  glad  to 
lee  you  look  fo  well !  you  keep  your  own,  Sir  Pe 
nurious. 

Hart.  Ay,  ay!  (lout  enough,  Sir  Gregory,  flout 
enough,  brother  knight !  hearty  as  an  oak  !  hey, 
Dick  ?  Gad,  now  I  talk  of  an  oak,  I'll  tell  you  a 
ilory  of  an  oak ;  it  will  make  you  die  with  laugh 
ing  ;  hey,  you  Dick,  you  have  heard  it  ;  lhall  I 
tell  it  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Jenk.  Though  I  have  heard  it  fo  often,  yet  there 
is  Something  fo  engaging  in  your  manner  of  telling 
a  flory  that  it  always  appears  new. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now  !  I 
love  a  comical  flory.  Pray,  Sir  Penurious,  let's 
have  it :  mind,  Tim,  mind,  child. 

'Tim.  Yes,  father ;  fath  and  foul,  I  love  a  choice 
flory  to  my  heart's  blood  ! 

Hart.  You  knight,  I  was  at  Bathlafl  fummer; — • 
a  water  that  people  drink  when  they  are  ill :  you 
have  heard  of  the  Bath,  Dick  ?  Hey,  you  ? 

Tim. 
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Tim.  Yes,  fath,  I  know  Bath ;  I  was  there  in 
way  up. 

Sir  Greg.  Hufh,  Tim  !  good  now,  hufh ! 

Hart.  There's  a  coffee-houfe,  you  ;  —  a  place 
where  people  drink  coffee  and  tea,  and  read  the 
news. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray,  Sir  Penurious,  how  many  papers 
may  they  take  in  ? 

Hart.  Pfhaw  !  damn  the  news !  mind  the  ftory. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,    good  now  !    a  hafty  man, 

Tim  | 

Hart.  Pox  take  you  both !  I  have  ioft  the  ftory ! 
—  where  did  I  leave  off,  hey,  you  Dick  ? 

I'm.  About  coffee  and  tea. 

Hart.  Right,  you,  right !  true,  true !  —  fo,  God, 
you  knight,  I  ufed  to  breakfaft  at  this  coffee-houle 
every  morning ;  it  coft  me  eight-pence  though,  and 

I  had  always  a  breakfaft  at  home no  matter  for 

that,  though  there  I  breakfafted,  you  Dick,  God, 

at  the  fame  table  with  Lord  Tom  Truewit : 

you  have  heard  of  Truewit,  you  knight;  a  droll 
dog !  you  Dick,  he  told  us  the  ftory  and  made  us 
die  with  laughing :  —  you  have  heard  of  Charles  the 
Second,  you  knight;  he  was  fon  of  Charles  the 
Firft,  king  here  in  England,  that  was  beheaded  by 
Oliver  Cromwell :  fo  what  does  Charles  the  Second, 
you  knight,  do ;  but  he  fights  Noli  at  Worcefter ;  a 
town  you  have  heard  of,  not  far  off;  but  all  would 
not  do,  you ;  God,  Noll  made  him  fcamper,  made 
him  run,  take  to  his  heels,  you  knight ;  —  Truewit 
told  us  the- ftory,  made  us  die  with  laughing;  I  al 
ways  breakfafted  at  the  coffee-houfe ;  it  coft  me 

eight-pence,  though  I  had  a  breakfaft  at  home 

fowhat  does  Charles  do,  but  hid  himfelf  in  an  oak, 

an 
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an  oak-tree,  you,  in  a  wood  called  Bofcobel,  from 
two  Italian  words,  bofco  bello,  a  fine  wood,  you, 
and  off  he  marches :  but  old  Noll  would  not  let  him 
come  home  j  no,  fays  he,  you  don't  come  here !  — - 
Lord  Tom  told  us  the  ftory;  made  us  die  with 
laughing  j  it  coft  me  eight-pence,  though  I  had  a 

breakfaft  at  home Ib,  you  knight,  when  Noll 

died,  Monk  there,  you, ,  afterwards  Albemarle,  in 
the  North,  brought  him  back ;  fo,  you,  the  cava 
liers  ;  you  have  heard  of  them  ?  they  were  friends  to 
the  Stuarts  j  what  did  they  do,  God,  you  Dick, 
but  they  put  up  Charles  in  a  fign,  the  royal  oak ; 
yotl  have  feen  fuch  figns  at  country  alehoufes  j  fo, 
God,  you,  what  does  a  Puritan  do  —  the  Puritans 
were  friends  to  Noll  —  but  he  puts  up  the  fign  of  an 
owl  in  an  ivy-bufli,  and  underneath  he  writes  "  This 
is  not  the  royal  oak  1"  you  have  fecn  writings  under 
figns,  you  knight:  upon  this,  fay  the  royalifts, 
God,  this  muft  not  be ;  fo,  you,  what  do  they  do, 
but,  God,  they  profecuted  the  poor  Puritan ;  but 
they  made  him  change  his  fign  though  ;  and,  you 
Dick,  how  d'ye  think  they  changed  ?  God,  he  puts 
up  the  royal  oak,  and  underneath  he  writes  "  This 
is  not  the  owl  in  the  ivy-bulh  !"  • —  It  made  us  all  die 
with  laughing  !  Lord  Tom  told  the  ftory  ;  I  always 
breakfafted  at  the  coffee-houfe,  though  it  coft  me 
eight-pence,  and  I  had  a  breakfaft  at  home  — 
hey,  you  knight !  what,  Dick,  hey ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now  !  wonderful ! 

tfim.  A  choice  tale,  fath  ! 

Jenk.  Oh,  Sir  Penurious  is  a  moft  entertaining 
companion,  that  muft  be  allowed. 

Sir  Greg,  Good   now !    ay,    ay,    a  merry  man ! 
but,  lack-a-dav,  would  not  the  young  lady  choofe 
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a  little  refrefhment  after  her  ride  ?  fome  tea,  or 
fome 

Hart.  Hey,  you  knight !  no,  no  i  we  intend  to 
dine  with  thee,  man.  Well,  you  Tim,  what  doft 
think  of  thy  father-in-law  that  is  to  be,  hey  ?  a  jolly 
cock,  you  Tim ;  hey,  Dick !  But  prithee,  boy, 
what  doft  do  with  all  this  tawdry  tinfel  on  ?  that  hat 
and  waiftcoat  ?  trafh,  knight,  trafh !  more  in  thy 
pocket  and  lefs  in  thy  clothes ;  hey,  you  Dick ! 
God,  you  knight,  I'll  make  you  laugh  :  I  went  to 
London,  you  Dick,  laft  year  to  call  in  a  mortgage; 
and  what  does  me  I,  Dick,  but  take  a  trip  to  a. 
coffee-houfe  in  St.  Martin's  Lane  j  in  comes  a  French 
fellow  forty  times  as  fine  as  Tim,  with  his  muff  and 
parlevous,  and  his  Frances,  and  his  head,  you 
knight,  as  white  with  powder,  God,  you,  as  a 
twelfth-cake  :  and  who  the  devil  d'ye  think,  Dick, 
this  might  be?  hey,  you  knight? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now!  an  ambaflfador  to  be  fure! 

Hart.  God,  you  knight,  nor  better  nor  worfer 
than  Mynheer  Vancaper,  a  Dutch  figure-dancer  at 
the  opera-houfe  in  the  Haymarket. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  I  good  now,  good  now  ! 

Hart.  Pfhaw !  pox !  prithee,  Tim,  nobody 
drefies  now  ;  all  plain  ;  look  at  me,  knight,  I  am 
in  the  tip  of  the  mode ;  now  am  I  in  full  drefs  j 
hey,  Dick ! 

Jenk.  You,  fir,  don't  want  the  aids  of  drefii 
but,  in  Mr.  Gazette,  a  little  regard  to  that  parti 
cular  is  but  a  necefTary  compliment  to  his  miftrefs. 

Hart.  Stuff,  Dick,  ftufF!  my  daughter,  knight, 
has  had  other  guife  breeding;  hey,  you!  Suck, 
come  forward.  Plain  as  a  pike-ftaff,  knight  j  all  as 
nature  made  her  5  hey,  Tim,  no  flams  !  prithee, 

Tim, 
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Tim,  off  with  thy  lace  and  burn  it  j  'twill  help  to 
buy  the  licence  j  fhe'll  not  like  thee  a  bit  the  better 
for  that ;  hey,  Suck !  But,  you  knight,  God, 
Dick,  a  toaft  and  tankard  would  not  be  amifs  after 
our  walk  j  hey,  you  ? 

Sir  Greg,  Good  now,  good  now !  what  you  will, 
Sir  Penurious. 

Hart.  God,  that's  hearty,  you  !  but  we  won't 
part  the  young  couple,  hey !  I'll  fend  Suck  fome 
bread  and  cheefe  in  •,  hey,  knight !  At  her,  Tim  ! 
Come,  Dick ;  come,  you  knight.  Did  I  ever  tell 
you  my  courtfhip  3  hey,  Dick  ?  'twill  make  you 
laugh. 

Jenk.  Not  as  I  remember. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack- a- day  !  let's  have  it. 

Hart.  You  know  my  wife  was  blind,  you  knight? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  wonderful !  not  I. 

Hart.  Blind  as  a  beetle  when  I  married  her, 
knight;  hey,  Dick!  fhe  was  drowned  in  our  or 
chard  :  maid  Befs,  knight,  went  to  market,  you 
Dick ;  and  wife  rambled  into  the  orchard,  and, 
foufe,  dropped  into  the  filh-pond  :  we  found  her 
out  next  day,  but  Ihe  was  dead  as  a  herring :  no 
help  for  that,  Dick  ;  buried  her  though  ;  hey,  you  ! 
fhe  was  only  daughter  to  Sir  Triftram  Muckworm, 
you  j  rich  enough,  you,  hey !  God,  you,  what 
does  Ihe  do,  you,  but  fhe  falls  in  love  with  young 
Sleek,  her  father's  chaplain ;  hey,  you !  upon  that 
what  does  me  I,  but  flips  on  domine's  robes,  you  5 
pafTed  myfelf  upon  her  for  him,  and  we  were  tacked 
together,  you  knight,  hey  !  God,  though  I  believe 
Ihe  never  liked  mej  but  what  fignifie's  that  ?  hey, 
Dick !  fhe  was  rich,  you  !  But,  come,  let's  leave 
the  children  together. 

Sir  Greg. 
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Sir  Greg.  Sir,  I  wait  on  you. 

Hart.  Nay,  pray . 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  'tis  impofll- 
blc! 

Hart.  Pox  of  ceremony,  you  Dick !  hey  !  God, 
knight,  I'll  tell  you  a  (lory  :  one  of  our  ambaffadors 
in  France,  you,  a  devilifh  polite  fellow  reckoned, 
Dick  j  God,  you,  what  does  the  king  of  France  do, 
but,  fays  he,  I'll  try  the  manners  of  this  fine  gentle 
man  :  fo,  knight,  going  into  a  coach  together,  the 
king  would  have  my  lord  go  firft  :  oh  !  an't  pleafe 
your  majefty,  I  can't  indeed  j  you,  hey,  Dick ! 
upon  which,  what  does  me  the  king,  but  he  takes 
his  arm  thus,  you  Dick :  am  I  the  king  of  France 
or  you  ?  is  it  my  coach  or  yours  ?  and  fo  pulhes  him 
in  thus.  Hey,  Dick ! 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  he,  he,  he ! 

Hart.  God,  Dick,  I  believe  I  have  made  a  mif- 
take  here ;  I  fhould  have  gone  in  firft  j  hey,  Dick  ! 
knight,  God,  you,  beg  pardon.  Yes,  your  coach, 
not  mine ;  your  hotife,  not  mine ;  hey,  knight ! 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  a  merry  man,  Mr.  Jen 
kins. 

\_Exeunt  the  two  Knights  and  Jenk.] 

Tim.  Father  and  coufin  are  gone,  fath  and  foul  I 

Jenny.  I  fancy  my  lover  is  a  little  puzzled  how  to 
begin.  \_Afide '\ 

Tim.  How Fath  and  foul  I  don't  know  what 

to  fay  !  {Aftde.}     How  d'ye  do,  Mifs  Suck  ? 

Jenny.  Pretty  well,  thank  you. 

Tim.  You  have  had  a  choice  walk.  —  'Tis  a  rare 
day,  fath  and  foul  ! 

Jenny.  Yes,  the  day's  well  enough. 

Tim.  Is  your  houfe  a  good  way  ott  here  ? 

C  Jenny. 
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Jenny.  Dree  or  four  mile. 

Tim.  That's  a  long  walk,  fath  ! 

Jenny.  I  make  nothing  of  it,  and  back  again. 

Tim.  Like  enow.  \_Whiftles.~} 

Jenny.  [Sings.] 

Tim.  You  have  a  rare  pipe  of  your  own,  mifs. 

Jenny.  I  can  fing  loud  enough  if  I  have  a  mind  : 
but  father  don't  love  finging. 

Tim.  Like  enow.  \Whift  les.~\ 

Jenny.  And  I  an'toverfond  of  whittling! 

I'm.  Hey  •  a7>  l^e  enow :  and  I  am  a  bitter  bad 
finger; 

Jenny.  Hey  !  ay,  like  enough. 

Tim.  Pray,  Mifs  Suck,  did  ever  any  body  make 
love  to  you  before? 

Jenny.  Before  when  ? 

Tim.  Before  now. 

Jenny.  What  if  I  won't  tell  you  ? 

Tim.  Why  then  you  muft  let  it  alone,  fath  and 


Jenny.  Like  enough ! 

Tim.  Pray,  Mifs  Suck,  did  your  father  tell  you 
any  thing  ? 

Jenny.  About  what  ? 

Tim.  About  I. 

Jenny.  What  fhould  'a  tell  ? 

Tim.  Tell !  why,  as  how  I  and  father  was  come  a 
wooing. 

Jenny.  Who  ? 

Tim.  Why  you  !  Could  you  like  me  for  a  fweet- 
heart,  Mifs  Suck  ? 

Jenny.  I  don't  know. 

Tim.  Mavhap  ibmebody  rnav  ha*  got  your  good- 

•1 1       i  i        ^  *-75 

will  already  ( 

Jenny. 
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Jenny.  And  what  then  ? 

Tim.  Then  !  hey !  I  don't  know  :  but,  if  you 
could  fancy  me 

Jenny.  For  what  ? 

Tim.  For  your  true  lover. 

Jenny.  Well,  what  then  ? 

Tim.  Then  !  hey  !  why,  fath,  we  may  chance  to 
be  married  if  the  old  folks  agree  together. 

Jenny.  And  fuppofe  I  won't  be  married  to  you  ? 

Tim.  Nay,  Mifs  Suck,  I  can't  help  it,  fath  and 
foul !  But  father  and  mother  bid  me  come  a  court 
ing  j  and,  if  you  won't  ha'  me,  I'll  tell  father  fo. 

Jeuny.  You  are  in  a  woundy  hurry,  methinks. 

Tim.    Not  I,  fath  !  you  may  ftay  as  long  as         . 

Enter  a  Waiter. 

Wait.  There  is  a  woman  without  wants  to  (peak 
with  Mr.  Timothy  Gazette. 

[Exit.'] 

Tim.  That's  I. —  I  am  glad  on't!  [Afide.]  Well, 
Mifs  Suck,  your  fervant.  You'll  think  about  it, 
and  let's  know  your  mind  when  I  come  back  !  — — - 
God,  I  don't  care  whether  fhe  likes  me  or  no ;  I 
don't  like  her  half  fo  well  as  Mally  Pengroufe  !  — - 
{Afide.~\  Well,  your  fervant,  Mifs  Suck  ! 

[Exit.'] 

Jenny.  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  unlicked  cub  ?  — 
I  don't  think  his  fortune  a  fufficient  reward  for  fa- 
crificing  my  perfon  to  fuch  a  booby  :  but,  as  he  has 
money  enough,  it  (hall  go  hard  but  I  pleafe  myfelf ! 
I  fear  I  was  a  little  too  backward  with  my  gentle 
man  j  but,  however,  a  favourable  anfwer  to  his  laft 
queftion  will  foon  fettle  matters. 

C  2  Enter 
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Enter  JENKINS. 

Jenk.  Now,  Jenny !  what  news  child  ?  are  things 
fixed  ?  are  you  ready  for  the  nuptial  knot  ? 

Jeuny.  We  are  in  a  fair  way  :  I  thought  to  have 
quickened  my  fwain's  advances  by  a  little  affected 
coynefs ;  but  the  trap  would  not  take  :  I  expect  him 
back  in  a  minute,  and  then  leave  it  to  my  manage 
ment. 

Jenk.  Where  is  he  gone  ? 

Jenny.  The  waiter  called  him  to  fome  woman. 

Jenk.  Woman !  he  neither  knows  or  is  known  by 
any  body  here.  What  can  this  mean  ?  no  counter 
plot  !  but,  pox,  that's  impoffible  !  you  have  not 
blabbed,  Jenny  ? 

Jenny.  My  intereft  would  prevent  me. 

Jenk.  Upon  th  it  fecurity  any  woman  may,  I  think, 
be  trufted.  I  mud  after  him  though. 

[Exit.] 

Jenny.  I  knew  the  time  when  Mr.  Jenkins  would 
not  have  left  me  fo  haftily :  'tis  odd,  that  the  fame 
caufe  that  increafes  the  paffion  in  one  fex  (hould  de- 
ftroy  it  in  the  other  ;  the  reafon  is  above  my  reach, 
but  the  fad  I  am  a  fevere  witnefs  of:  heigh-ho  ! 


Enter  HARTOP  (fill  as  Sir  Penurious  Trifle)  and 
SIR  GREGORY  GAZETTE. 

Hart.  And  fo,  you  knight,  fays  hej  you  know, 
knight,  what  low  dogs  the  minifters  were  then  ;  how 
does  your  pot ;  a  pot,  you,  that  they  put  over  the 

fire 
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fire  to  boil  broth  and  meat  in;  you  have  feen  a  pot, 
you  knight  ?  how  does  your  pot  boil  thefe  trouble- 
fome  times  ?  hey,  you  !  God,  my  lord,  fays  he,  I 
don't  know,  I  feldom  go  into  my  kitchen  ;  a  kitch 
en,  you  knight,  is  a  place  where  they  drefs  viduals ! 
roaft  and  boil,  and  fo  forth  j  God,  fays  he,  I  feldom 
go  into  the  kitchen ;  but,  I  fuppofe,  the  fcum  is 
uppermoft  ftill ;  hey,  you  knight ! — What,  God, 
hey  !  but  where's  your  fon,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  where's  Tim, 
Mifs  Sukey  ?  lack-a  day  !  what's  become  of  Tim  ? 

Jenny.  Gone  out  a  tiny  bit  j  he'll  be  here  pre- 
fently. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful  \  good  now,  good  now ! 

well,  and  how,  Mifs  Sukey,  has  Tim Has 

he Well,  and  what,  you  have Won 
derful  ! 


Enter  a  Servant  with  a  Letter. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  was  commanded  to  deliver  this  into 
your  own  hands  by  Mr.  Jenkins. 

Hart.  Hey,  you  !  what,  a  letter  ?  God  fo  !  any 
anfwer,  you  ?  hey  ! 

Serv.  None,  fir. 

[Exit.] 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day,  Sir  Penurious  is  bufy  ! 
Well,  mifs,  and  did  Tim  do  the  thing  ?  —  did  he 
pleafe  you  ?  —  come  now,  tell  us  the  whole  ftory  ! 
wonderful  !  —  rare  news  for  Dame  Winny  !  —  ha  ! 
Tim's  father's  own  fon  !  but  come,  whifper !  —  ay  ! 

Hart.  [Reads.]  "  I  have  only  time  to  tell  you 
that  yourfcheme  is  blafted  :  this  inftant  I  encounter- 

C  3  cd 
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ed  Mrs.  Penelope  Trifle  with  her  niece  ;  they  will 

foon  be  with  you." So  then  all's  over !  but 

let's  fee  what  expedition  will  do  ! Well,  you 

knight,  hey  !  what,  have  they  fettled  ?  Is  the  girl 
willing  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,  good  now !  right  as  my 

leg  !  ah  !  Tim,  little  did  I  think But,  lack-a- 

day  !  I  wonder  where  the  boy  is  !  let's  feek  him. 

Hart.  Agreed,  you  knight !  hey !  come. 


Enter  JENKINS. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day!  here's  Mr.  Jenkins.  GoocJ 
now  !  have  you  feen  Tim  ? 

Jenk.  Your  curiofity  Ihall  be  immediately  fatif- 
fied ;  but  I  mud  firft  have  a  word  with  Sir  Penu-r 
rious. 

Hart.  Well,  you !  what,  hey  !  any  news,  Dick  ? 

Jenk.  Better  than  you  could  hope !  your  rival  is 
difpofed  of! 

Hart.  Difpofed  of !  how  ? 

Jenk.  Married  by  this  time,  you  rogue  !  the  wo 
man  that  wanted  him  was  no  other  than  Mally  Pen- 
groufe,  fhe  trudged  it  up  all  the  way  after  him,  as 
Tim  fays  :  I  have  recommended  them  to  my  chap 
lain,  and  before  this  the  bufmefs  is  done. 

Hart.  Braviffimo  !  you  rogue  !  but  how  Ihall  I 
get  off  with  the  knight  ? 

Jenk.  Nay,  that  rnuft  be  your  contrivance. 

Hart.  I  have  it !  Suppofe  I  v/as  to  own  the  whole 
defign  to  Sir  Gregory  as  our  plan  has  not  fucceeded 
with  his  fon,  and,  as  he  feems  to  have  a  tolerable 

regard 
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regard  for  me,  it  is  pofiible  he  may  affift  my  fcheme 
on  Sir  Penurious. 

Jenk.  'Tis  worth  trying  however :  but  he 

comes. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  good  now !  Mr.  Jenkins,  have 
you  feen  Tim  ?  I  can't  think  where  the  boy 

Hart.  'Tis  now  time,  Sir  Gregory,  to  let  you 
clear  with  refpecl:  to  fome  particulars ;  I  am  now  no 
longer  Sir  Penurious  Trifle,  but  your  friend  and  re 
lation,  Jack  Hartop. 

Sir  Greg.    Wonderful !    good  now,    good   now ! 

coufin  Hartop  as  I  am  a  living  man  ! Hey  !  — 

well  bu$,  good  now !  how,  Mr.  Jenkins,  hey  ? 

Jenk.  The  ftory,  Sir  Gregory,  is  rather  too  long 
to  tell  you  nowj  but  in  two  words,  my  friend  Har 
top  has  very  long  had  a  pafiion  for  Mifs  Trifle,  and  was 
apprehenfive  your  fon's  application  would  deftroy 
his  views,  which,  in  order  to  defeat,  he  afTumed  the 
eharacler  of  Sir  Penurious;  but  he  is  fo  captivated 
with  your  integrity  and  friendfhip,  that  he  rather 
choofes  to  forego  his  own  intereft  than  interrupt  the 
happinefs  of  your  fon. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  good  now,  good  now  ! 
that's  kind  !  who  could  have  thought  it,  coufin 
Hartop  ?  lack-a-day  !  well,  but  where's  Tim  ?  hey  ! 
good  now  !  and  who  are  you  ? 

Jenk.  This,  fir,  is  Jenny,  the  handmaid  of  the 
houfe. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  a  peftilent  huiTey  !  Ah, 
Hartop,  you  are  a  wag !  a  pize  of  your  pots  and 
your  royal  oaks !  lack-a-day !  who  could  have 

thought  • ah  !  Jenny,  you're  a  —  [£#//  Jenny.] 

But  where's  Tim  ? 

C  4  Enter 
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Enter  ROBIN. 

Robin.  Wounds,  matter !  never  ftir  alive  if  matter 
Tim  has  na  gone  and  married  Mally  Pengroufe  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  how,  firrah,  how  ?    good 

now,  good  now  !    coufin  Hartop. Mally  Pen- 

groufe  !  who  the  dickens  is  fhe  ? 

Robin.  Matter  Timothy's  fweetheart  in  Corn 
wall. 

Sir  Greg.  And  how  came  fhe  here  ?  Lack-a-day, 
coufin  ! 

Robin.  She  trampped  it  up  after  matter :  matter 
Timothy  is  without,  and  fays  as  how  they  be  mar 
ried  :  I  wanted  him  to  come  in,  but  he's  afraid 
you'll  knock'n  down. 

Sir  Greg.  Knock'n  down  !     Good  now  !    let  me 

come  at  him  !    I'll Ah,  rogue  !    lack-a-day ! 

coufin,  fhew  me  where  he  is !  I'll 

Hart.  Moderate  your  fury,  good  Sir  Gregory  j 
confider,  it  is  an  evil  without  a  remedy. 

Sir  Greg.  But  what  will  Dame  Winny  fay  ?  Good 

now  !   fuch  a  difparagement  to and  then  what 

will  Sir  Penurious  fay  ?  —lack-a-day  !  I  am  almoft 
diftracted  !  —  and  you,  you  lubberly  dog  !  why  did 
not  you [Exit  Robin.]  I'll  ah  !  cou 
fin  Hartop,  coufin  Hartop !  good  now,  good 
now  ! 

Hart.  Dear  fir,  be  calm  j  this  is  no  fuch  furpri- 
fing  matter }  we  have  fuch  inftances  in  the  news 
papers  every  day. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  no,  coufin,  no. 

Hart. 
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Hart.  Indeed,  Sir  Gregory,  it  was  but  laft  week 
that  Lord  Lofty's  Ton  married  his  mother's  maid, 
and  Lady  Betty  Forward  run  away  not  a  month  ago 
with  her  uncle's  butler. 

Sir  Greg.  Wonderful !  what  in  the  news  ?  Good 
now  !  that's  fome  comfort  however ;  but  what  will 
Sir  Penurious 

Hart.  As  to  that,  leave  him  to  me,  I  have  a  pro 
ject  to  prevent  his  laughing  at  you  I'll  warrant. 

Sir  Greg.  But  how,  how,  coufin  Hartop,  how  ? 

Hart.  Sir  Gregory,  do  you  think  me  your  friend  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day!  ay,  coufin,  ay! 

Hart.  r\nd  would  you  in  return  ferveme  in  a  cir- 
cumftance  that  can't  injure  yourfelf  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  to  be  fure,  coufin. 

Hart.  Will  you  then  permit  me  to  aflume  the  fi 
gure  of  your  fbn,  and  fo  pay  my  addrefles  to  Mils 
Trifle  ?  I  was  pretty  happy  in  the  imitation  of  her 
father,  and,  if  I  could  impofe  upon  your  fagacity, 
I  fhall  find  lefs  difficulty  with  your  brother  knight. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now !  Tim  !  ah,  you  could  not 
touch  Tim  ! 

Hart.  I  warrant  you  !  But  fee,  the  young  gen 
tleman, 

Enter  TIMOTHY. 

Sir  Greg.  Ah,  Tim,   Tim !    little  did  1 > 

Good  now,  good  now  ! 

Tim.  I  could  not  help  it  now,  fath  and  foul !  but, 
if  you'll  forgive  me  this  time,  I'll  never  do  fo  no 
more. 

Sir  Greg.  Well,  well,  if  thee  canft  forgive  thyfelf, 
I  can  forgive  thee ;  but  thank  thy  coufin  Hartop. 

Hart. 
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Hart.  Oh  !  fir,  if  you  are  fatisfied,  I  am  reward 
ed.     I  wifh  you  joy  !  joy  to  you,  child  ! 
Sir  Greg.  Thanks,  coufm  Hartop. 


Enter  a  Waiter. 

Wait.  Sir,  Mrs.  Penelope  Trifle,  with  her  niece, 
being  come  to  town,  and  hearing  your  worfhip  was 
in  the  houfe,  would  be  glad  to  pay  you  their  com 
pliments. 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day  !  wonderful !  here  we  are 
all  topfy-turvey  again  1  what  can  be  done  now, 
coufm  Hartop  ? 

Hart.  Dick,  fhew  the  ladies  in  here  but  delay 
them  a  little.  [Exit  Waiter.'}  The  luckieft  inci 
dent  in  the  world,  Sir  Gregory  !  If  you  will  be 
kind  enough  to  lend  Jenkins  your  drefs,  and  mafter 
Timothy  will  favour  me  with  his,  I'll  make  up 
matters  in  a  moment. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  ay,  coufm ! 

Tim.  Fath  and  foul !  you  fhall  have  mine  direc 

Hart.  No,  no  !  Step  into  the  next  room  a  mi 
nute,  Sir  Gregory. 

Sir  Greg.  Ay,  ay  !  where  you  will. 
.  Fath,  here  will  be  choice  fport ! 

[Exeunt.] 


Enter    Miss   PENELOPE    TRIFLE,     Miss    SUKEV 
TRIFLE,  and  a  Waiter. 

Wait.  The  gentlemen  will  wait  on  you  prefently. 
Would  you  choofe  any  refrefhment  ? 

Mifs  Suk. 
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Mifs  Suk.  A  draught  of  ale,  friend,  for  I'm  main 
dry.  \Exit  Waiter.] 

Mifs  Pen.  Fie,  fie  !  niece  !  Is  that  liquor  for  a 
young  lady  ?  Don't  difparage  your  family  and 
breeding !  The  perfon  is  to  be  born  that  ever  faw 
me  touch  any  thing  ftronger  than  water  till  I  was 
three- and- twenty ! 

Mifs  Suk.  Troth  !  aunt,  that's  fo  long  ago  that 
I  think  there's  few  people  alive  who  can  remember 
what  you  did  then  ! 

Mifs  Pen.  How,  gillflirt !  none  of  your  fleers  ! 
I  am  glad  here's  a  hufband  coming  that  will  take 
you  down  in  your  tantrums  !  you  are  grown  too 
head-ftrong  and  robufl  for  me. 

Mifs  Suk.  Gad,  I  believe  you  would  like  to  be 
taken  down  the  fame  way  ! 

Mifs  Pen.  Oh  !  you  are  pert ! But,  fee,  your 

lover  approaches.  Now,  Sukey,  be  careful,  child : 
none  of  your ; — 

Enter  JENKINS  as  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  and  HARTOP 
as  Timothy. 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day !  lady,  I  rejoice  to  fee  you  ! 
wonderful !  and  your  niece,  —  Tim,  the  ladies. 

Hart.  Your  fervant,  miftrefs ;  I  am  glad  to  fee 
you,  Mifs  Suck.  [Salutes  her.]  Fath  and  foul, 
Miftrefs  Suck's  a  fine  young  woman,  more  or  lefs  ! 

Mifs  Suk.  Yes,  I  am  well  enough,  I  believe. 

Jsnk.  But,  lady,  where's  my  brother  Trifle  ? 
where  is  Sir  Penurious  ? 

Mifs  Suk.  Father's  at  home  in  expectation  of  you, 
and  aunt  and  I  be  come  to  town  to  make  prepa 
rations, 

Jenk. 
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Jenk.  Ay !  wonderful !  pray,  lady,  fhall  I,  good 
now  !  crave  a  word  in  private  ?  Tim,  will  you  and 
your  fweetheart  draw  back  a  little  ? 

Hart.  Yes,  father :  come,  mifs,  will  you  jog  a 
tiny  bit  this  way  ? 

Mifs  Suk.  With  all  my  heart ! 

Jenk.  There  is,  lady  a  wonderful  affair  has  hap 
pened  ;  good  now !  fon  Tim  has  fallen  in  love  with 
a  young  woman  at  his  uncle's,  and  'tis  partly  to  pre 
vent  bad  confequences  that  I  am,  lack-a-day  !  fo 
hafty  to  match  him  j  and  one  of  my  men,  good  now ! 
tells  me  that  he  has  feen  the  wench  fince  we  have 
been  in  town  ;  flie  has  followed  us  here,  fure  as  a 
gun,  lady !  If  Tim  fees  the  girl  he'll  never  marry 
your  niece. 

Mifs  Pen.  It  is  indeed,  Sir  Gregory  Gazette,  a 
moft  critical  conjuncture,  and  requires  the  moft  ma 
ture  deliberation. 

Jenk.  Deliberation !  Lack-a-day !  lady,  whilft 
we  deliberate  the  boy  will  be  loft. 

Mifs  Pen.  Why,  Sir  Gregory  <3azette,  what  o- 
perations  can  we  determine  upon  ? 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day !  I  know  but  one. 

Mifs  Pen.  Adminifter  your  propofitions,  Sir  Gre 
gory  Gazette ;  you  will  have  my  concurrence,  fir, 
in  any  thing  that  does  not  derogate  from  the  regu 
lations  of  conduct  j  for  it  would  be  moft  prepofte- 
rous  in  one  of  my  character  to  deviate  from  the 
ftricteft  attention. 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day !  lady,  no  fuch  matter  is  want 
ed.  But,  good  now !  could  not  we  tack  the  young 
couple  together  directly  ?  your  brother  and  I  have 
already  agreed. 

Mifs  Pen. 


THE     KNIGHTS.  45 

Mifs  Pen.  Arc  the  previous  preliminaries  fettled, 
Sir  Gregory  Gazette  ? 

Jenk.  Good  now!  as  firm  as  a  rock,  lady. 

Mifs  Pen.  Why  then,  to  preferve  your  fbn,  and 
accomplilh  the  union  between  our  families,  I  have 
no  objections  to  the  acceleration  of  their  nuptials, 
provided  the  child  is  inclined  and  a  minifter  may  be 
procured. 

Jenk.  Wonderful !  you  are  very  good :  good 
now  !  there  has  been  one  match  already  in  the  houfe 
to-day:  we  may  have  the  fame  parfon.  Here,  Tim; 
and  young  gentlewoman  !  Well,  mifs,  wonderful ! 

and  how  has  Tim Hey,  boy,  is  not  mifs  a  fine 

young  lady  ? 

Hart.  Fath  and  foul !  father,  mifs  is  a  charming 

young  woman  !    all  red  and  white  like  Mally 

Hum  1 

Jenk.  Hulh,  Tim !  Well,  and,  mifs,  how  does 
my  boy  ?  he's  an  honeft  hearty  lad  !  has  he,  good 

now  !    had  the  art How  d'ye  like  him,  young 

gentlewoman  ? 

Mifs  Suk.  Like'n  ?     Well  enough,  I  think. 

Jenk.  Why  then,  mifs,  with  your  leave,  your 
aunt  and  I  here  have  agreed,  if  you  are  willing,  to 
have  the  wedding  over  directly. 

Mifs  Suk.  Gad !  with  all  my  heart.  Afk  the 
young  man. 

Hart.  Fath  and  foul  !  juft  as  you  pleafe,  to-day, 
to-  morrow,  or  when  you  will,  more  or  lefs  ! 

Jenk.  Good  now,  good  now !  then  get  you  in 
there  you  will  find  one  to  do  your  bufinefs.  [Exeunt 
Hart,  and  Mifs  Suk.]  Wonderful!  matters  will 
foon  be  managed  within.  Well,  lady,  this  was, 
good  now  !  fo  kind  !  lack-a-day !  1  verily  believe 

if 
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if  Dame  Winny  was  dead  that  I  fhould  be  glad  to 
lead  up  fuch  another  dance  with  you,  lady. 

Mifs  Pen.  You  are,  fir,  fomething  too  precipi 
tate  :  nor  would  there,  did  circumftances  concur  as 
you  infmuate,  be  fo  abfolute  a  certitude,  that  I,  who 
have  rejected  fo  many  matches,  fhould  inftantane- 
oufly  fuccumb. 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day  !  lady  :  good  now  !  I 

Mifs  Pen.  No,  fir  :  I  would  have  you  inftructed, 
that,  had  not  Penelope  Trifle  made  irrefragable  re- 
folutions,  fhe  need  not  fo  long  have  preferved  her 
family  furname. 

Jenk.  Wonderful !  why,  I  was  only  ' 

Mifs  Pen.  Nor  has  the  title  of  Lady  Gazette  fuch 
refplendent  charms  or  fuch  bewitching  allurements  as 
to  throw  me  at  once  into  the  arms  of  Sir  Gregory. 

Jenk.  Good  now  !  who  fays 

Mifs  Pen.  Could  wealth,  beauty,  or  titles,  fupe- 
rior  to  perhaps 

:*     Enter  SIR  GREGORY  and  TIMOTHY. 

TVw.  Yes  indeed,  father,  Mr.  Hartop  knew  on't 
as  well  as  I ;  and  Mr.  Jenkins  got  us  a  parfon. 

Sir  Greg.  Good  now,-  good  now  !  a  rare  couple 
of  friends!  but  I'll  be  even  with  them!  I'll  marr 
their  market!  Matter  Jenkins,  you  have  fobbed 
me  finely  ! 

Jenk.  Lack-a-day  !  what's  the  matter  now  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Come,  come,  none  of  your  lack-a-days! 
none  of  your  gambols  nor  your  tricks  to  me  !  good 
now,  good  now !  give  me  my  clothes  !  here,  take 
your  tawdry  trappings!  I  have  found  you  out  at 
laft  !  I'll  be  no  longer  your  property  ! 

Jenk. 
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Jenk.  Wonderful !  what's  all  this,  lady  ?  Good 
now,  good  now  !  what's  here,  a  ftage-play  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Play  me  no  plays !  but  give  me  my 
wig!  and  your  precious  friend,  my  loving  coufin! 
(pize  on  the  kindred  !)  let'n 

Jenk.  Good  now,  good  now !  what  are  thefe 
folks  ?  as  fure  as  a  gun  they're  mad  ! 

Sir  Greg.  Mad !  no,  no !  we  are  neither  mad  nor 
fools  :  no  thanks  to  you  though  ! 

Mifs  Pen.  What  is  all  this  ?  can  you  unravel  this 
perplexity,  untwine  this  myftery.  Sir  Gregory  Ga 
zette  ? 

Sir  Greg.  He  Sir  Gregory  Gazette!  .Lack-a- 
day !  lady,  you  are  tricked,  impofed  on,  bam 
boozled  !  good  now,  good  now !  'tis  I  am  Sir  Gre 
gory  Gazette  ! 

Mifs  Pen.  How  ? 

I'm.  Fath  and  foul !  'tis  true,  miftrefs ;  and  I  am 
his  fon  Tim,  and  will  fwear  it, 

Mifs  Pen.  Why,  is  not  Mr.  Timothy  Gazette 
with  my  niece  Sufannah  Trifle  ? 

Tim.  Who,  me  ?  Lord !  no,  'tis  none  of  I,  it  is 
coufin  Hartop  in  my  clothes. 

Mifs  Pen.  What's  this  ?  and  pray  who 


Enter  HARTOP  and  Miss  SUKEY  TRIFLE. 

Jenk.  Why,  as  I  fee  the  affair  is  concluded,  you 
may,  madam,  call  me  Jenkins :  come,  Hartop, 
you  may  now  throw  off  your  difguife  j  the  knight 
had  like  to  have  embarrafled  us. 

Mifs  Pen.  How,  Mr.  Jenkins  !  and  would  you 
fir,  participate  of  a  plot  too  ? 

Hart. 
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Hart.  Madam,  in  the  iflue  your  family  will,  T 
hope,  have  no  great  reafon  to  repent;  I  always  had 
the  greateft  veneration  for  Mifs  Penelope  Trifle's 
underftanding,  the  higheft  efleem  for  her  virtues  ! 
and  Ihould  think  myfelf  highly  honoured  in  being 
regarded  as  her  relation. 

Mifs  Pen.  Sir,  I  fhall  determine  on  nothing  till 
I  am  appriled  of  my  brother's  refolution. 

Hart.  For  that  we  muft  wait. Sir  Gregory,  I 

muft  intreat  your  and  your  fon's  pardon  for  fome 

little  liberties  I  have  taken  with  you  both. Mr. 

Jenkins,    I   have   the   higheft  obligation   to   your 

friend(hip. And,  mifs,  when  we  become  a  little 

better  acquainted,  I  flatter  myfelf  the  change  will 
not  prove  unpleafing. 

Mifs  Suk.  I  know  nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Hart.  Sir  Gregory,  we  fhall  have  your  company 
at  dinner  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Lack-a-day !  no,  no :  that  boy  has 
fpoiled  my  ftomach  !  —  Come,  Tim,  fetch  thy  rib, 
and  let  us  be  jogging  towards  Wales  :  but  how 
thou  wilt  get  off  with  thy  mother 

'Tim.  Never  fear,  father ! 

Since  you  have  been  pleas'd  our  nuptial  knot  to 

blefs, 
We  lhall  be  happy  all  our  lives  — more  or  lefs  ! 

[Exeunt  omnes,] 
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THE 

Mayor  of  Garratt. 

ACT      I.         SCENE     I. 
SCENE  Sir  JACOB'J  Houfe  at  Garratt.  " 

Enter  Sir  JACOB. 

Sir  Jacob. 
T*  OGER— 

Enter  Roger. 

Reg.  Anan,  Sir — 

Sir  Jac.  Sir,  firrah !  and  why  not  Sir 
Jacob,  you  rafcal  ?  Is  that  all  your  manners  ? 
Has  his  majefty  dubb'd  me  a  Knight  for  you 
to  make  me  a  Mifter  ?  Are  the  candidates 
near  upon  coming  ? 

Rog.  Nic  Goofe,  the  taylor,  from  Put 
ney,  they  fay,  will  be  here  in  a  crack,  Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Has  Margery  fetch'd  in.  the 
linen  ?. 

Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Are  the  pigs  and  the  poultry 
lock'd  up  in  the  barn  ? 

Rog.  Safe,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  And  the  plate  and  fpoons  in  the 
pantry  ? 

A  2 
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Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  give  me  the  key;  the 
mob  will  foon  be  upon  us ;  and  all  is  fifti 
that  comes  to  their  net.  Has  Ralph  laid 
the  cloth  in  the  hall  ? 

Rog,  Yes,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Then  let  him  bring  out  the 
turkey  and  chine,  and  be  fure  there  is  plenty 
©f  muftard  ;  and,  d'ye  hear,  Roger,  do  you 
ftand  yourfclf  at  the  gate,  and  be  careful 
who  you  let  in. 

Rog.  1  will,  Sir  Jacob.  [Exit  Rog, 

Sir  Jac.  So,  now  I  believe  things  are 
pretty  fecure :  But  I  can't  think  what  makes 
my  daughters  fo  late  ere  they — 

[Knocking  at  the  gate, 
Who  is  that,  Roger  ? 

Roger  without.  Mafter  Lint,  the  potter* 
carrier,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Let  him  in.  What  the  deuce 
can  he  want  ? 

Enter  Lint. 

Sir.  Jac.  Well,  mafter  Lint,  your  will  ? 

Lint.  Why,  I  come,  Sir  Jacob,  partly  to 
enquire  after  your  health  ;  and  partly,  as  I 
may  fay,  to  fettle  the  bufinefs  of  the  day. 

Sir  Jac.  What  bufinefs  ? 

Lint.  Your  wormip  knoweth,  this  being 
the  day  of  election,  the  rabble  may  be  riot^ 
$us  j  in  whicfy  cafe,  n>aims?  bruifes,  contu- 

fions, 
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fions,  diflocations,  fra&ures  fimple  and  com 
pound,  may  likely  enfue  :  now  your  wor- 
(hip  need  not  be  told,  that  I  am  not  only  a 
pharmacopolift,  or  vender  of  drugs,  but 
likewife  chirurgeon,  or  healer  of  wounds. 

Sir  Jac.  True,  mafter  Lint,  and  equally 
fkilful  in  both. 

Lint.  It  is  your  worship's  pleafure  to  fay 
fo,  Sir  Jacob  :  Is  it  your  worfhip's  will  that 
I  lend  a  miniftring  hand  to  the  maim'd  ? 

Sir  Jac.  By  all  means. 

Lint.  And  to  whom  muft  I  bring  in  my 
bill  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Doubtlefs,  the  veftry. 

Lint.  Your  worfhip  knows,  that,  kill  or 
cure,  I  have  contracted  to  phyfic  the  parifh- 
poor  by  the  great :  but  this  muft  be  a  fepa- 
rate  charge. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no ;  all  under  one :  come, 
mafter  Lint,  don't  be  unreafonable. 

Lint.  Indeed,  Sir  Jacob,  I  can  hardly  af 
ford  it.  What  with  the  dearnefs  of  drugs, 
and  the  number  of  patients  the  peace  has  pro 
cured  me,  I  can't  get  fait  to  my  porridge. 

Sir  Jac.  Bad  this  year,  the  better  the 
next — We  muft  take  things  rough  and 
fmooth  as  they  run. 

Lint.  Indeed  I  have  a  very  hard  bargain. 

Sir  Jac.  No  fuch  matter  j  we  are,  neigh 
bour  Lint,  a  little  better  inftruded.     For 
merly,  indeed,  a  fit  of  illnefs  was  very  ex- 
A  3  pen  five ; 
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penfive ;  but  now,  phyfic  is  cheaper  than 
food. 

Lint.  Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! 
Sir  Jac.  No,  no ;    your  eiTences,  elixirs, 
emetics,  fweats,  drops,  and  your  paftes,  and 
your   pills,  have  iilenced  your   peftles  and 
mortars.    Why  a  fever,  that  would  formerly 
have  coft  you  a  fortune,  you  may  now  cure 
for  twelve  penn'orth  of  powder. 
Lint.  Or  kill,  Sir  Jacob. 
Sir  yac.  And  then  as  to  your  fcurvies,  and 
gouts,  rheumatifms,  confumptions,  coughs, 
and  catarrhs,  tar-water  and  turpentine  will 
make  you  as  found  as  a  roach. 
Lint.  Noftrums ! 

Sir  Jac.  Specifics,  fpecifics,  mafter  Lint. 
Lint.  I  am  very  lorry  to  find  a  man  of 

your  worfhip's Sir  Jacob,  a  promoter 

of  puffs;    an   encourager   of   quacks,    Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Regulars,  Lint,  regulars ;  look 
at  their  names  — Roger,  bring  me  the  news 
— not  a  foul  of  them  but  is  either  P.  L.  or 
M.  D. 

Lint.  Plaguy  liars !    Murderous  dogs ! 

Roger  brings  the  News. 

Sir  Jac.  Liars  !  Here,  look  at  the  lift  of 
their  cures.  The  oath  of  Margery  Squab, 
of  Ratcliff-Highway,  fpinfler. 

Lint.  Perjuries. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jac.  And  fee  here,  the  churchwar 
dens  have  figned  it. 

Lint.  Fictitious,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Sworn  before  the  wormipful 
Mr.  Juftice  Drowfy,  this  thirteenth  day 
of  — 

Lint.  Forgery. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  harkye,  firrah,  do  you 
think  Mr.  Juftice  Drowfy  would  fet  his 
hand  to  a  forgery  ? 

Lint.  I  know,  Sir  Jacob,  that  woman  j 
{he  has  been  cured  of  fifty  difeafes  in  a  fort 
night,  and  every  one  of  'em  mortal. 

Sir  Jac.  You  impudent — 

Lint.  Of  a  dropfy,  by  Weft — 

Sir  Jac.  Audacious — 

Lint.  A  cancer,  by  Cleland— 

Sir  Jac.  Arrogant — 

Lint.  A  palfy,  by  Walker—- 

Sir  Jac.  Impertinent — 

Lint.  Gout  and  fciatic,  by  Rock. 

Sir  Jac.  Infolent — 

Lint.  Confumption,  by  Stevens's  drops — • 

Sir  Jac.   Paltry— 

Lint.  And  fquinting,  by  the  Chevalier 
Taylor — 

Sir  Jac.  Pill-gilding  puppy ! 

Lint.  And  as  to  the  Juftice,  fo  the  affi 
davit  brings  him  a  {hilling-— 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  harkye,  rafcal,  how  dare 

you  abufe  thecommiffion?— You  blood-let- 

A  4  ting, 
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ting,  tooth-drawing,  corn-cutting,  worm- 
killing,  bliftering,  glittering — 

Lint.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Jacob,  I  did  not  think 
to— 

Sir  Jac.  What,  firrah,  do  you  infult  me 
in  rny  office  ?  Here,  Roger,  out  with  him 
— turn  him  out. 

Lint.  Sir,  as  I  hope  to  be — 

Sir  Jac.  Away  with  him.  You  fcoun- 
clrel,  if  my  clerk  was  within,  I'd  fend  you 
this  inftant  to  Bridewell.  Things  are  come 
to  a  pretty  pafs,  indeed,  if  after  all  my  read 
ing  in  Wood,  and  Nelfon,  and  Burn ;  if  af 
ter  twenty  years  attendance  at  turnpike- 
meetings,  feffions  petty  and  quarter;  if  af 
ter  fettling  of  rates,  licencing  ale-houfes,  and 
committing  of  vagrants — But  all  refpect  to 
authority  is  loft,  and  Units  Qiiorum  now-a- 
days  is  no  more  regarded  than  a  petty  con- 
ftable.  [Knocking.]  Roger,  fee  who.is  at 
the  gate  ?  Why  the  fellow  is  deaf. 

Rog.  Juftice  Sturgeon,  the  fifhmonger, 
from  Brentford. 

Sir  Jac.  Gad's  my  life  !  and  Major  to 
the  Middlefex  militia.  Ufher  him  in, 
Roger. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon. 

Sir  Jac.  I  could  have  wifh'd  you  had 
come  a  little  fooner.  Major  Sturgeon. 

Major. 
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Major.  Why,  what  has  been  the  matter, 
Sir  Jacob  ? 

Sir  Jac.  There  has,  Major,  been  here  an 
impudent  pill- monger,  who  has  dar'd  to 
fcandalize  the  whole  body  of  the  bench. 

Major.  Infolent  companion  !  had  I  been 
here,  I  would  have  mittimus'd  the  rafcal  at 
once. 

Sir  Jac.  No,  no,  he  wanted  the  Major 
more  than  the  Magiftrate ;  a  few  fmart 
flrokes  from  your  cane  would  have  fully  an- 
fwer'd  the  purpofe — Well,  Major,  our  wars 
are  done ;  the  rattling  drum,  and  fqueaking 
fife,  now  wound  our  ears  no  more. 

Major.  True,  Sir  Jacob,  our  corps  is  dif- 
embodied,  fo  the  French  may  fleep  in  fe- 
curity. 

Sir  Jac.  But,  Major,  was  it  not  rather 
late  in  life  for  you  to  enter  upon  the  profef- 
fion  of  arms  ? 

Major.  A  little  aukward  in  the  begin 
ning,  Sir  Jacob :  the  great  difficulty  they 
had  was,  to  get  me  to  turn  out  my  toes ; 
but  ufe,  ufe  reconciles  all  them  kind  of 
things  :  why,  after  my  firft  campaign,  I  no 
more  minded  the  noife  of  the  guns  than  a 
flea-bite. 

Sir  Jac.  No ! 

Major.    No.     There  is   more  made   of 
thefe  matters  than  they  merit.     For  the  ge- 
good,  indeed,  I  am  glad  of  the  peace  ; 

but 
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but  as  to  my  lingle  fell" — And  yet,  we  have 
had  fome  defperate  duty,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  No  doubt. 

Major.  Oh  !  fuch  marchings  and  coun 
ter-marchings,  from  Brentford  to  Elin,  from 
Elin  to  Acton,  from  Adton  to  Uxbridge; 
the  duft  flying,  fun  fcorching,  men  fweat- 
jng— Why,  there  was  our  laft  expedition  to 
Hounilow,  that  day's  work  carried  off  Major 
Moloflas.  Bunhill-fields  never  faw  a  braver 
commander  !  He  was  an  irreparable  lofs  to 
the  fervice. 

Sir  Jac.  How  came  that  about  ? 

Major.  Why,  it  was  partly  the  Major's 
own  fault ;  I  advifed  him  to  pull  offhis  fpurs 
before  he  went  upon  action ;  but  he  was  re- 
folute,  and  would  not  be  rul'd. 

Sir  Jac.  Spirit ;  zeal  for  the  fervice. 

Major.  Doubtlefs — But  to  proceed  :  In 
order  to  get  our  men  in  good  fpirits,  we 
were  quartered  at  Thiftleworth  the  evening 
before  ;  at  day-break,  our  regiment  form'd  at 
Hounflow  town's  end,  as  it  might  be  about 
here.  The  Major  made  a  fine  difpofition  : 
on  we  march'd,  the  men  all  in  high  fpirits, 
to  attack  the  gibbet  where  Gardel  is  hang 
ing  ;  bat  turning  down  a  narrow  lane  to  the 
left,  as  it  might  be  about  there,  in  order  to 
poffefs  a  pig's  ftye,  that  we  might  take  the 
gallows  in  flank,  and,  at  all  events,  fecure  a 
retreat,  who  fhould  come  bv  but  a  drove  of 

.fat 
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fat  oxen  for  Smithfield.  The  drums  beat  in 
the  front,  the  dogs  bark'd  in  the  rear,  the 
oxen  fet  up  a  gallop ;  on  they  came  thun 
dering  upon  us,  broke  through  our  ranks  in 
an  inflant,  and  threw  the  whole  corps  in 
confufion. 

Sir  Jac.  Terrible  ! 

Major.  The  Major's  horfe  took  to  his 
heels  j  away  he  fcour'd  over  the  heath.  That 
gallant  commander  ftuck  both  his  fpurs  into 
the  flank,  and  for  fome  time  held  by  his 
mane ;  but  in  croffing  a  ditch,  the  hojfc 
threw  up  his  head,  gave  the  Major  a  dowfc 
in  the  chops,  and  plump'd  him  into  a  gra 
vel-pit,  juft  by  the  powder-mills. 
Sirjac.  Dreadful! 

Major.  Whether   from  the  fall   or   the 
fright,  the  Maj  or  mov'd  off  in  a  month — • 
Indeed  it  was  an  unfortunate  day  for  us  all. 
Sir  Jac.  As  how  ? 

Major.  Why,  as  Captain  Cucumber, 
Lieutenant  Patty-Pan,  Enfign  Tripe,  and 
myfelf,  were  returning  to  town  in  the  Turn- 
ham-Green  ftage,  we  were  flopp'd  near  the 
Hammerfmith  turnpike,  and  robb'd  and 
ftripp'd  by  a  footpad. 

Sir  Jac.  An  unfortunate  day,  indeed  ! 
Major.  But  in  fome  meafure  to  make  me 
amends,  I  got  the  Major's  commiffion. 
Sir  Jac.  You  did. 

Major. 
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Major.  O  yes.  I  was  the  only  one  of 
the  corps  that  could  ride  $  other  wife,  we  al 
ways  iucceeded  of  courfe  :  no  jumping  over 
heads  j  no  underhand  wor  k  among  us  -,  all 
men  of  honour  j  and  I  muft  do  the  regiment 
the  juftice  to  fay,  there  never  was  a  fet  of 
more  amiable  officers. 

Sir  Jac.  Quiet  and  peaceable. 

Major.  As  lambs,  Sir  Jacob.  Excepting 
one  boxing-bout  at  the  Three  Compaffes  in 
Afton,  between  Captain  Sheers  and  the  Co 
lonel,  concerning  a  game  at  All-fours,  I  don't 
remember  a  fingle  difpute. 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  that  was  mere  mutiny ; 
the  Captain  ought  to  have  been  broke. 

Major.  He  was  ;  for  the  Colonel  not  on 
ly  took  away  his  cockade,  but  his  cuftom  ; 
and  I  don't  think  poor  Captain  Sheers  has 
done  a  ftitch  for  him  fince. 

Sir  Jac.  But  you  foon  fupplied  the  lofs 
of  Moloffas  ? 

Major.  In  part  only :  no,  Sir  Jacob,  he 
tad  great  experience  ;  he  was  train'd  up  to 
arms  from  his  youth  :  at  fixteen  he  trail'd  a 
pike  in  the  Artillery-ground;  at  eighteen 
got  a  company  in  the  Smithfield  pioneers ; 
and  by  the  time  he  was  twenty,  was  made 
aid-de-camp  to  Sir  JefFery  Grub,  Knight, 
Alderman,  and  Colonel  of  the  Yellow. 

Sir  Jac.  A  rapid  rife  ! 

Major. 
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Major.  Yes,  he  had  a  genius  for  war  -9 
but  what  I  wanted  in  practice,  I  made  up 
by  doubling  my  diligence.  Our  porter  at 
home  had  been  a  ferjeant  of  marines  ;  fo  af 
ter  mop  was  (hut  up  at  night,  he  us'd  to 
teach  me  my  exercife  ;  and  he  had  not  to 
deal  with  a  dunce,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Your  progrefs  was  great. 
Major.  Amazing.  In  a  week  I  could 
rfhoulder,  and  reft,  and  poize,  and  turn  to 
the  right,  and  wheel  to  the  left ;  and  in  iefs 
than  a  month  I  could  fire  without  winking 
Or  blinking. 

Sir-  Jac.  A  perfect  Hannibal ! 
Major.  Ah,  and  then  I  learnt  tq  form 
lines,  and  hollows,  and  fquares,  and  evolu 
tions,  and  revolutions ;  let  me  tell  you,  Sir 
Jacob,  it  was  lucky  that  Monfieur  kept  his 
myrmidons  at  home,  or  we  mould  have  pep- 
per'd  his  flat-bottom 'd  boats. 

Sir  Jac.  Ay,  marry,  he  had  a  marvellous 
efcape. 

Major.  We  would  a  taught  him  what  a 
Briton  can  do,  who  is  fighting  pro  arvis  and 
focus. 

Sir  Jac.  Pray  now,  Major,  which  do  you 
look  upon  as  the  beft  difciplin'd  troops,  the 
London  regiments,  or  the  Middlefex  militia  ? 
Major.  Why,  Sir  Jacob,  it  does  not  be 
come  me  to  fay  j  but  lack-a-day,  they  have 
never,  feen.  any  fervice — Holiday  foldiers! 

Why, 
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Why,  I  don't  believe,  unlefs  indeed  upon  a 
lord-mayor's  day,  and  that  mere  matter  of 
accident,  that  they  were  ever  wet  to  the  fkin 
in  their  lives. 

Sir  Jac.  Indeed  ! 

Major.  No  !  foldiers  for  fun-mine,  Cock 
neys  ;  they  have  not  the  appearance,  the  air, 
the  freedom,  the  Jenny  ft qui  that — Oh,  could 
you  but  fee  me  ialute !  you  have  never  a 
ipontoon  in  the  houfe  ? 

Sir  Jac.  No  j  but  we  could  get  you  a 
move-pike. 

Major.  N"o  matter.  Well,  Sir  Jacob,  and 
how  are  your  fair  daughters,  fweet  Mrs. 
Sneak,  and  the  lovely  Mrs.  Bruin  j  is  me  as 
lively  and  as  brilliant  as  ever  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Oh,  oh,  now  the  murder  is  out; 
this  vifit  was  intended  for  them  :  come,  own 
now,  Major,  did  not  you  expect  to  meet 
with  them  here  ?  You  officers  are  men  of 
fuch  gallantry  ! 

Major.  Why,  we  do  tickle  up  the  ladies, 
Sir  Jacob ;  there  is  no  refuting  a  red  coat. 

Sir  Jac.  True,  true,  Major. 

Major.  But  that  is  now  all  over  with  me. 
"  Farewell  to  the  plumed  fteeds  and  neigh - 
<c  ing  troops,"  as  the  black  man  fays  in  the 
play ;  like  the  Roman  cenfurer,  I  mail  re 
tire  to  my  Savine  field,  and  there  cultivate 
cabbages. 

Sir  Jac.  Under  the  (hade  of  your  laurels. 

Major. 
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Major.  True ;  I  have  done  with  the  Ma 
jor,  and  now  return  to  the  Magiftrate  ;  G% 
dunt  Arma  fogge. 

Sir  jac.  Still  in  the  fervice  of  your 
country. 

Major.  True ;  man  was  not  made  for 
himfelf ;  and  fo,  thinking  that  this  would 
prove  a  bufy  day  in  the  jufticing  way,  I  am 
come,  Sir  Jacob,  to  lend  you  a  hand. 

Sir  yac.  Done  like  a  neighbour. 

Major.  I  have  brought,  as  I  fuppofe  mod 
of  our  bufmefs  will  be  in  the  battery  way, 
fome  warrants  and  mitttmufes  ready  fill'd 
up,  with  all  but  the  names  of  the  parties, 
in  order  to  fave  time. 

Sir  yac.  A  provident  magiftrate. 

Major.  Pray,  how  mall  we  manage  as  to 
the  article  of  fwearing;  for  I  reckon  we 
ihall  have  oaths  as  plenty  as  hops. 

Sir  yac.  Why,  with  regard  to  that  branch 
of  our  bufinefs,  to-day,  I  believe,  the  law 
muft  be  fuffer'd  to  ileep. 

Major.  I  mould  think  we  might  pick  up 
fomething  that's  pretty  that  way. 

Sir  yac.  No,  poor  rafcals,  they  would  not 
be  able  to  pay ;  and  as  to  the  flocks,  we 
mould  never  find  room  for  their  legs. 

Major.  Pray,  Sir  Jacob,  is  Matthew  Mar 
row-bone,  the  butcher  of  your  town,  living 
or  dead  ? 

Sir  yac.  Living. 

Majer. 


j6         THE       MAYOR 

Major.  And  fwears  as  much  as  he  ufed  ? 

Sir  Jac .  An  alter'd  man,  Major;  not  an 
oath  comes  out  of  his  mouth. 

Major.  You  furprife  me ;  why,  when  he 
frequented  our  town  of  a  market-day,  he 
has  taken  out  a  guinea  in  oaths — and  quite 
chang'd  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Entirely  ;  they  fay  his  wife  haf 
made  him  aMethodift,  and  that  he  preaches 
at  Kennington-Common. 

Major.  What  a  deal  of  mifchief  thofe 
rafcals  do  in  the  country — Why  then  we 
have  entirely  loft  him  ? 

Sir  Jac.  In  that  way  ;  but  I  got  a  brace 
of  bind-overs  from  him  laft  week  for  a  cou 
ple  of  baftards. 

Major.  Well  done,  mafter  Matthew— but 
pray  now,  Sir  Jacob-— 

[Mob  'without  huzza  ! 

Sir  Jac.  What's  the  matter  now,  Roger  ? 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  The  electors  delire  to  know,  if  your 
worfhip  has  any  body  to  recommend  ? 

Sir  Jac.  By  no  means ;  let  them  be  free 
in  their  choice  :  I  {han't  interfere. 

Rog.  And  if  your  worfhip  has  any  ob- 
jedion  to  Crifpin  Heel-Tap  the  Cobler's  be 
ing  returning  officer  ? 

Sir  Jac.  None,  provided  the  rafcal  can 
keep  himfelf  fober :  Is  he  there  ? 

Ml 
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Rog.  Yes,  Sir  Jacob  :  make  way  there ; 
ftand  farther  off  from  the  gate  :  here  is  Ma 
dam  Sneak  in  a  chair,  along  with  her  hufband. 

Major.  G  id-fb,  you  will  permit  me  to 
convoy  her  in  ?  [Ex//  Major. 

Sir  Jac.  Now  here  is  one  of  the  evils  of 
war.  This  Sturgeon  was  as  pains-taking  a 
Billingfgate-broker  as  any  in  the  bills  of 
mortality.  But  the  fifli  is  got  out  of  his  ele 
ment  ;  the  foldier  has  quite  demolilh'd  the 
citizen. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sneak,  handed  by  the  Major. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Dear  Major,  I  demand  a 
million  of  pardons.  I  have  given  you  a  pro- 
fufion  of  trouble  ;  but  my  hufband  is  fuch 
a  goofe-cap,  that  I  can'p  get  no  good  out  of 
him  at  home  or  abroad — Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak  ! 
— Your  bleffing,  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  Daughter,  you  are  welcome  to 
Garratt. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  Jerry  Sneak !  I  fay. 

Enter  Sneak,  with  a  band-box  ^  a  hoop-pet 
ticoat  under  his  armt  and  cardinal^  &c. 
&c.  &c.  &c. 

Sneak.  Here,  lovy. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Here,  looby:  there,  lay  thefe 
things  in  the  hall ;  and  then  go  and  look 
after  the  horfe  :  are  you  fure  you  have  got  all 
the  things  out  of  the  chaife  ? 

B  Sneak: 
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Sneak.  Yes,  chuck. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Then  give  me  my  fan. 

[Jerry  drops  the  things  in  fearching 
his  pocket  for  the  fan. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Did  ever  moftal  fee  fiich  a — 
I  declare,  I  am  quite  afliam'd  to  be  feen  with 
him  abroad :  go,  get  you  gone  out  of  my 
fight. 

Sneak.  I  go,  lovy :  Good-day  to  my  fa 
ther-in-law. 

Sir  Jac.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  fon  Sneak : 
But  where  is  your  brother  Bruin  and  his  wife? 

Sneak.  He  will  be  here  anon,  father  Sir 
Jacob  j  he  did  but  juft  ftep  into  the  Alley 
to  gather  how  tickets  were  fold. 

Sir  Jac.  Very  well,  fon  Sneak. 

\Exit  Sneak. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Son  !  yes,  and  a  pretty  fon 
you  have  provided. 

Sir  Jac.  I  hope  all  for  the  beft :  why, 
what  terrible  work  there  would  have  been, 
had  you  married  fuch  a  one  as  your  filler  ? 
one  houfe  could  never  have  conuin'd  you — 
Now,  I  thought  this  meek  mate — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Meek  !  a  muihroom  !  a 
milkfop ! 

Sir  Jac.  Lookye,  Molly,  I  have  mar 
ried  you  to  a  man  ;  take  care  you  don't  make 
him  a  monfter.  [Exit  Sir  Jac. 

Mn.  Sneak.  Monfter  !  Why,  Major,  the 
fellow  has  no  more  heart  than  a  moufe:  Had 

my 
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my  kind  ftars  indeed  allotted  me  a  military 
man,  I  mould,  doubtkfs,  have  deported  my- 
felf  in  a  beftemingly  manner. 

Major.  Unqueftionably,  madam. 
Mrs.  Sneak.  Nor  would  the  Major  have 
found,  had  it  been  my  fortune  to  intermarry 
with  him,  that  Molly  Jollup   would  have 
dishonoured  his  cloth. 

Major.   I  mould  have  been  too  happy. 
Mrs.  Sneak.  Indeed,   Sir,  I  reverence  the 
army  ;  they  are  all  fo  brave  ;    fo  polite  ;  fo 
every  thing  a  woman  can  with — » 
Major.  Oh  !  madam  — 
Mrs.  Sneak.  So  elegant ;  fo  genteel  ;  fo 
obliging :  and  then   the  rank ;  why,    who 
would  dare  to  affront  the  wife  of  a  Major  ? 

Major.  No  man   with  impunity  j    that  I 
take  the  freedom  to  fay,   madam. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  know  it,    good  Sir :  Oh  ! 
I  am  no  ftranger  to  what  I  have  mifs'd. 

Major.  Oh,  madam ! — Let  me  die,   but 
he  has  infinite  merit.  [Afide. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Then  to  be  join'd  to  a  fneak- 
ng  flovenly  cit;  a  paltry,    praying,  pitiful 
Din-maker ! 
Major.  Melancholy! 
Mrs.  Sneak.  To  be  joftled  and  cramm'd 
with  the  croud  ;  no  refpecl,    no  place,  no 
precedence  ;  to  be  choak'd  with  the  fmoak 
of  the  city  ;  no  country  jaunts  but  to  liling- 
ton  ;  no  balls  but  at  Pewterers-hall. 

B  2  Major. 
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Major.  Intolerable  ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  have  a  pro 
per  fenfe  of  my  (offerings. 

Major.  And  would  ihed  my  beft  blood 
to  relieve  them. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Gallant  gentleman  ! 

Major.  The  brave  muft  favour  the  fair. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Intrepid  Major  ! 

Major.  Divine  Mrs.  Sneak  ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Obliging  commander  ! 

Major.  Might  I  be  permitted  the  honour — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Sir — 

Major.  Juft  to  ravifh  a  kifs  from  your  hand. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  You  have  a  right  to  all  we 
can  grant. 

Major.  Courteous,  condefcending,  com 
plying — Hum — Ha  ! 

Enter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Chuck,  my  brother  and  fifter 
Bruin  are  juft  turning  the  corner  ;  the  Clap- 
ham  ftage  was  quite  full,  and  fo  they  came 
by  water. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  I  wifh  they  had  all  been 
fous'd  in  the  Thames —  A  praying,  imperti 
nent  puppy  ! 

Major.  Next  time  I  will  clap  a  centinel 
to  fecure  the  door. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Ma'ior  Sturgeon,  permit  me 
to  withdraw  for  a  moment  j  my  drefs  de 
mands  a  little  repair. 

Major.  Your  ladyfhip's  moft  entirely  de 
voted. 

Mrs.. 
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Mrs.  Sneak.  Ladyfhip  !  he  is  the  very 
Broglio  and  Belleifle  of  the  army  ! 

Sneak.  Shall  I  wait  upon  you,  dove  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  No,  dolt ;  what,  would  you 
leave  the  Major  alone  ?  is  that  your  manners, 
you  mongrel  ? 

Major.  Oh,  madam,  I  can  never  be  alone ; 
your  iweet  idera  will  be  my  conftant  com 
panion. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Mark  that :  I  am  forry,  Sir, 
I  am  obligated  to  leave  you. 

Major.  Madam — 

Mrs.  AS/7ra/£.Efpecially  with  fuch  a  wretch 
ed  companion. 

Major.  Oh,  madam  — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  But  as  foon  as  my  drefs  is 
reftored,  I  mall  fly  to  relieve  your  diftrefs. 

Major.  For  that  moment  I  mall  wait  with 
the  greateft  impatience. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Courteous  commander. 

Major.  Barragon  of  women  ! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Adieu  ! 

Major.  Adieu  !  [Exit  Mrs.  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Notwithstanding,  Sir,  all  my 
chicken  has  faid,  I  am  ipeciat  company 
when  ilie  is  not  by. 

Major.  I  doubt  not,  mafter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  If  vou  would  but  come  oneThurf- 

j 

day-night  to  our  club,  at  the  Nag's-Head, 
in  the  Poultry,  you  would  meet  fome  roar 
ing,  rare  boys,  i'faith  :  There's  Jemmy  Per- 

B  3  kins, 
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kins,  the  packer  ;  little  Tom  Simkins,  the 
grocer;  honcft  Mafter  Muzzle,  the  mid 
wife — 

Major.   A  goodly  company  ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  then  fometimes  we  have 
the  Choice  Spirits  from  Comus's  Court,  and 
we  crack  jokes,  and  are  fo  jolly  and  funny  : 
I  have  learnt  myfelf  to  fing  "  An  old  wo 
man  clothed  in  grey."  But  I  durft  not  fing 
out  loud,  becauie  my  wife  would  overhear 
me  ;  and  (he  fays  as  how  I  bawl  worfer  than 
the  broom- man. 

Major.  And  you  muft  not  think  of  difo- 
bliging  your  lady. 

Sneak.  I  never  does:  I  never  contradicts 
her,  not  I. 

Major.  That's  right :  fhe  is  a  woman  of 
infinite  merit. 

Sneak.  O,  a  power  :  and  don't  you  think 
fhe  is  very  pretty  withal  ? 

Major.  A  Venus ! 

Sneak.  Yes,  werry  like  Wenus — Mayhap 
you  have  known  her  fome  time  ? 

7i  ajor.  Long. 

Sneak.  Belike,  before  me  was  married  ? 

Major.  I  did,  Mafter  Sneak. 

Sr.eak.  Ay,  when  me  was  a  wirgin.  I 
thought  you  was  an  old  acquaintance,  by 
your  kiffing  her  hand  ;  for  we  ben't  quite  fo 
familiar  as  that — But  then,  indeed,  we 
han't  been  married  a  year. 

Major 
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Major.  The  mere  honey- moon. 

Sneak.  Ay,  ay,  I  fuppofe  we  mall  come 
to  it  by  degrees. 

Bruin  \*within\  Come  along,  Jane  j  why 
you  are  as  purfy  and  lazy,  you  jade — 

Enter  Bruin  and  Wife ;  Bruin  'with  a  cot 
ton  cap  on  ;  his  Wijc  with  his  wig^  great 
coat,  and  fiJJomg-rod. 

Bruin.  Come,  Jane,  give  me  my  wig ; 
you  flut,  how  you  have  toufled  the  curls  ? 
Matter  Sneak,  a  good  morning  to  you. 
Sir,  I  am  your  humble  fervant,  unknown. 

Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Mrs,  Sneak  begs  to  fpeak  with  the 
Major. 

Major.  I  will  wait  on  the  lady  immedi 
ately. 

Sneak.  Don't  tarry  an  inftant;  you  can't 
think  how  impatient  ilie  is.  [Ex/VMajer. 

Sneak.  A  good  morrow  to  you,  brother 
Bruin ;  you  have  had  a  warm  walk  acrois 
the  fields. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Good  lord,  I  am  all  in  a 
muck 

Bruin.  And  who  may  you  thank  for  it, 
huffy  ?  If  you  had  got  up  time  enough,  you 
might  have  fecur'd  the  ftage  ;  but  you  are  a 
lazy  lie-a-bed. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  There's  Mr.  Sneak  keeps 
my  fitter  a  chay. 

B  4  Bruin. 
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Bruin.  And  fo  he  may  ;  but  I  know  bet 
ter  what  to  do  with  my  money:  indeed,  if 
the  war  had  but  continued  awhile,  I  don't 
know  what  mought  ha'  been  done  ;  but  this 
plaguy  peace,  with  a  pox  to't,  has  knock'd 
up  all  the  trade  of  the  Alley. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  For  the  matter  of  that,  we 
can  afford  it  well  enough  as  it  is. 

Bruin.  And  how  do  you  know  that  ? 
Who  told  you  as  much,  Mrs.  Mixen  ?  I  hope 
I  know  the  world  better  than  to  truft  my 
concerns  with  a  wife  :  no,  no,  thank  you 
for  that,  Mrs.  Jane. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  And  pray  who  is  more  fit- 
terer  to  be  trufted  ? 

Bruin.  Hey-day!  Why,  the  wench  is 
bewitch'd  :  come  come,  let's  have  none  of 
your  palaver  here — Take  twelve-pence  and 
pay  the  waterman.— But  firft  fee  if  he  has 
broke  none  of  the  pipes — And,  d'ye  hear, 
June,  be  fure  to  lay  the  fi(h ing-rod  fafe. 

[Exit  Mrs. Bruin. 

Sneak.  Ods  me,  how  finely  (lie's  manag'd! 
what  would  1  give  to  have  my  wife  as  much 
under ! 

Bruin.  It  is  all  your  own  fault,  brother 
Sneuk. 

Sneak.  D'ye  think  fo  ?  (he  is  a  fweet  pret 
ty  creature. 

Bruin.  A  vixen. 

Sneak. 
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Sneak.  Why,  to  fay  the  truth,  fhe  does 
now  and  then  hector  a  little  j  and,  between 
ourfelves,  domineers  like  the  devil :  O  Lord, 
I  lead  the  life  of  a  dog  :  why,  (he  allows  me 
bu,t  two  {hillings  a  week  for  my  pocket. 
Bruin.  No  ! 

Sneak.  No,  man  ;  'tis  me  that  receives 
and  pays  all :  and  then  I  am  forc'd  to  trot 
after  her  to  church,  with  her  cardinal,  pat 
tens,  and  prayer-book,  for  all  the  world  as  if 
I  was  {till  a  'prentice. 

Bruin.  Zounds !  I  would  foufe  them  all 
in  the  kennel. 

Sneak._  I  durft  not — And  then  at  table,  I 
never  gets  what  I  loves. 
Bruin.  The  devil ! 

Sneak.  No ;  {he  always  helps  me  herfelf 
to  the  tough  drumfticks  of  turkies,  and  the 
damn'd  fat  flaps  of  moulders  of  mutton ;  I 
don't  think  I  have  eat  a  bit  of  under-cruft 
fince  we  have  been  married :  you  fee,  bro 
ther  Bruin,  I  am  almoft  as  t;hin  as  a  lath. 
Bruin.  An  abfolute  {keleton  ! 
Sneak.  Now,  if  you  think  I  could  carry 
my  point,  I  would  fo  fwinge  and  leather 
my  lambkin ;  God,  I  would  fo  curry  and 
claw  her. 

Bruin.  By  the  lord  Harry,  (he  richly  de- 
ferves  it. 

Sneak.  Will  you,  brother,  lend  me  a  lift  ? 
Bruin.  Command  me  at  all  times. 

Sneak. 
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Sneak.  Why  then,  I  will  verily  pluck  up  a 
fpirit;  and  the  firfl  time  me  offers  to  — 

Mrs.  Sneak.  [within]  Jerry,  Jerry  Sneak ! 

Sneak.  Gad's  my  life,  lure  as  a  gun  that's 
her  voice:  look-ye,  brother,  I  don't  chufe 
to  breed  a  difturbance  in  another  body's 
houfe  5  but  as  foon  as  ever  I  get  home — 

Bruin.  Now  is  your  time. 

Sneak.  No,  no  ;   it  would  not  be  decent. 

Mrs.  Sneak,  [within  \  Jerry  !  Jerry !  — 

Sneak.  I  come,  lovy.  But  you  will  be  fure 
to  ftand  by  me  ? 

Bruin.  Trot,  nincompoop. 

Sneak.  Well,  if  I  don't— I  wim— 

Mrs.  Sneak,  [within.]  Where  is  this  lazy 
puppy  a-loitc-ring  ? 

Sneak.  I  come,  chuck,  as  faft  as  I  can  — 
Good  Lord,  what  a  fad  life  do  I  lead  ! 

[Exit  Sneak. 

Bruin.  Ex  quovt's  linguo  :  who  can  make 
a  filk  purfe  of  a  fow's  ear  ? 

Enter  Sir  Jacob. 

Sir  jfac.  Come,  fon  Bruin,  we  are  all 
feated  at  table,  man ;  we  have  but  juft  time 
for  a  fnack  :  the  candidates  are  near  upon 
coming. 

Bruin.  A  poor,  paltry,  mean-fpirited — 
Damn  it,  before  I  would  fubmit  to  fuch  a — 

Sir  Jac.  Come,  come,  man  ;  don't  be  fo 
crufty. 

Bruin. 
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Bruin.  I  follow,  Sir  Jacob :  Damme, 
when  once  a  man  gives  up  his  prerogative, 
he  might  as  well  give  up — But,  however,  it 
is  no  bread  and  butter  of  mine — Jerry,  Jerry ! 

Zounds,  I  would  Jerry  and  jerk  her 

too.  [Exit. 

End  of  the  Firft  Aft. 


ACT     II.      SCENE    continues. 


Sir  JACOB,  Major  STURGEON,  Mr. 
BRUIN,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  SNEAK,  difcovered. 

Mrs.  Sneak. 

TNDEED,  Major,  not  a  grain  of  curiofity. 
•••  Can  it  be  thought  that  we,  who  have  a 
Lord-  Mayor's  fhow  every  year,  can  take  any 
pleafure  in  this  ? 

Major.  In  time  of  war,  madam,  thefe 
meetings  are  not  amifs  ;  I  fancy  a  man 
might  pick  up  a  good  many  recruits  :  but  in 
thefe  piping  times  of  peace,  I  wonder  Sir  Ja 
cob  permits  it. 

Sir  Jac.  It  would,  Major,  coft  me  my  po 
pularity  to  qu^ih  it  :  the  common  people  are 
as  fond  of  their  cuftoms  as  the  barons  were 
of  their  Magna  Charta  :  befides,  my  tenants 
make  ibmc  little  advantage. 

Enter 
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Enter  Roger. 

Rog.  Crifpin  Heel -Tap,  with  the  electors, 
are  fet  out  from  the  Adam  and  Eve. 

Sir  Jac.  Gad-fo,  then  they  will  foon  be 
upon  us :  come,  good  folks,  the  balcony 
will  give  us  the  beft  view  of  the  whole.  Ma 
jor,  you  will  take  the  ladies  under  protection. 

Major.  Sir  Jacob,  I  am  upon  guard. 

Sir  Jac.  I  can  tell  you,  this  Heel-Tap  is 
an  arch  rafcal. — 

Sneak.  And  plays  the  beft  game  at  crib- 
bage  in  the  whole  corporation  of  Garratt. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  That  puppy  will  always  be 
a-chattering. 

Sneak.   Nay,  I  did  but — 

Mn.  Sneak.  Hold  your  tongue,  or  I'll 
fend  you  home  in  an  inftant — 

Sir  Jac.  Pr'ythee,  daughter  ! — You  may 
to-day,  Major,  meet  with  fomething  that 
will  put  you  in  mind  of  more  important 
tranfactions. 

Major.   Perhaps  fo. 

Sir  Jac.  Lack-a-day,  all  men  are  alike ; 
their  principles  exactly  the  fame  :  for  tho' 
art  and  education  may  difguife  or  polim  the 
manners,  the  fame  motives  and  fprings  are 
univerfally  planted. 

Major.  Indeed  ! 

Sir  Jac.  Why,  in  this  mob,  this  group 
of  plebeians,  you  will  meet  with  materials  to 
make  a  Sylla,  a  Cicero,  a  Solon,  or  a  Casfar  : 

let 
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let  them  but  change  conditions,  and  the 
world's  great  lord  had  been  but  the  beft 
wreftler  on  the  green. 

Major.  Ay,  ay,  I  could  have  told  thefe 
things  formerly  j  but  fince  I  have  been  in 
the  army,  I  have  entirely  neglected  the 
claffes.  \_Mob  without  huzza. 

Sir  Jac.  But  the  heroes  are  at  hand,  Major. 

Sneak.  Father  Sir  Jacob,  might  not  we 
have  a  tankard  of  ftingo  above  ? 

Sir  Jac.  By  all  means. 

Sneak.  D'ye  hear,  Roger. 

[Exeunt  into  the  balcony. 

SCENE,     a     STREET. 
Enter  Mob,  'with  Heel-Tap  at  their  head ; 
fome  crying  a  Goofe  ;  others  a  Mug ;  others 
a  Primmer. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence,  there  ;  filence ! 

ift.  Mob.  Hear  neighbour  Heel- Tap. 

o.d.  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  Crifpin. 

^d.  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  hear  him,  hear  Crifpin  : 
He  will  put  us  into  the  model  of  the  thing 
at  once. 

Heel-Tap.  Why  then,  filence  !  I  fay. 

All.  Silence. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence,  and  let  us  proceed^ 
neighbours,  with  all  the  decency  and  con- 
fufion  ufual  upon  thefe  occafions. 

ift.  Mob.  Ay,  ay,  there  is  no  doing  with 
out  that. 

All. 
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AH.  No,  no,  no. 

Heel-Tap.  Silence  then,  and  keep  the 
peace  :  what,  is  there  no  refpec!  paid  to  au 
thority  ?  am  not  I  the  returning  officer  ? 

All.  Ay,  ay,  ay. 

Heel-Tap.  Chofen  by  yourfelves,  and  ap 
proved  of  by  Sir  Jacob  ? 

AIL  True,  true. 

Heet-Tap.  Well  then,  be  filent  and  civil ; 
ftand  back  there,  that  gentleman  without  a 
fhirt,  and  make  room  for  your  betters : 
where's  Simon  Snuffle  the  Sexton  ? 

Snuffle.  Here. 

Heel  Tap.  Let  him  come  forward  j  we  ap 
point  him  our  fecretary  :  for  Simon  is  a  fcol- 
lard,  and  can  read  written  hand  ;  and  fo  let 
him  be  refpecled  accordingly. 

3</  Mob.  Room  for  Matter  Snuffle. 

Heel-Tap.  Here,  ttand  by  me  :  and  let  us, 
neighbours,  proceed  to  open  the  premunire 
of  the  thing  :  but  firft,  your  reverence  to  the 
lord  of  the  manor  :  a  long  life  and  a  merry 
one  to  our  landlord  Sir  Jacob  !  Huzza  ! 

Mob.  Huzza! 

Sneak.  How  fares  it,  honeft  Crifpin  ? 

Heel-Tap.  Servant,  Matter  Sneak. — Let 
us  now  open  the  premunire  of  the  thing, 
which  I  fliall  do  briefly,  with  all  the  loqua 
city  poffible  ;  that  is,  in  a  medium  way; 
which,  that  we  may  the  better  do  it,  let  the 
fecretary  read  the  names  of  the  candidates, 

and 
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and  what  they  fay  for  themfelves ;  and  then 
we  {hall  know  what  to  fay  of  them  :  Mailer 
'Snuffle,  begin. 

Snuffle.  "  To  the  worthy  inhabitants  of 
*'  the  ancient  corporation  of  Garratt :  Gen- 
"  tlemen,  your  votes  and  interefl  are  hum- 
"  bly  requefted  in  favour  of  Timothy 
c<  Goofe,  to  fucceed  your  late  worthy  may- 
t(  or,  Mr.  Richard  Dripping,  in  the  faid 
"  office,  he  being"  

Heel-Tap.  This  Goofe  is  but  a  kind  of 
Gofling,  a  fort  of  fneaking  fcoundrel :  who 
is  he  ? 

Snuffle.  A  journeyman  taylor,  from  Put 
ney. 

Heel-Tap.  A  journeyman  taylor  !  A  raf- 
cal,  has  he  the  impudence  to  tranfpire  to  be 
mayor  ?  D'ye  confider,  neighbours,  the 
weight  of  this  office  ?  Why,  it  is  a  burthen 
for  the  back  of  a  porter  -,  and  can  you  think 
that  this  crofs-legg'd  cabbage-eating  fon  of 
a  cucumber,  this  whey-fac'd  ninny,  who  is 
but  the  ninth  part  of  a  man,  has  ftrength 
to  fupport  it  ? 

ift  Mob.  No  Goofe  !    no  Goofe  ! 

zd  Mob.  A  Goofe! 

Heel-Tap.  Hold  your  hiding,  and  proceed 
to  the  next. 

Snuffle.  c<  Your  votes  are  defired  for  Mat- 
"  thew  Mug." 

ifl  Mob.  A  Mug !    A  Mug  ! 

Heel- 
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Heel-Tap.  Oh,  oh,  what  you  are  all  ready 
to  have  a  touch  of  the  tankard  :  but,  fair 
and  foft,  good  neighbours,  let  us  tafte  this 
Matter  Mug,  before  we  Iwallow  him  ;  and, 
unlefs  I  am  miftaken,  you  will  find  him  a 
damn'd  bitter  draught. 

ift  Mob.  A  Mug  !    a  Mug  ! 

2.d  Mob.  Hear  him  j  hear  Mafter  Heel- 
Tap . 

ifl  Mob.  A  Mug  !    a  Mug ! 

Heel-Tap.  Harkye,  you  fellow,  with  your 
mouth  full  of  Mug,  let  me  afk  you  a  quef- 
tion  :  bring  him  forward :  pray  is  not  this 
Matthew  Mug  a  victualler  ? 

3^  Mob.  I  believe  he  may. 

Heel-Tap.  And  lives  at  the  iign  of  the 
Adam  and  Eve  ? 

^d  Mob.  I  believe  he  may. 

Heel-Tap.  Now  anfwer  upon  your  ho 
nour,  and  as  you  are  a  gentleman,  what  is 
the  prefent  price  of  a  quart  of  home-brew'd 
at  the  Adam  and  Eve  ? 

3 d  Mob.  I  don't  know. 

Heel-Tap.  You  lie,  firrah  :  an't  it  a  groat  ? 

3</  Mob.  I  believe  it  may. 

Heel-Tap.  Oh,  may  be  fo  :  now,  neigh 
bours,  here's  a  pretty  rafcal ;  this  faaie 
Mug,  becaufe,  d'ye  fee,  ftate-affairs  would 
not  jog  glibly  without  laying  a  farthing  a 
quart  upon  ale  j  this  fcoundrel,  not  content 
ed 
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ed  to  take  things  in  a  medium  way,  has  had 
the  impudence  to  raife  it  a  penny. 

Mob.  No  Mug  !    no  Mug  ! 

Heel-Tap.  So,  I  thought  I  mould  crack 
Mr.  Mug.  Come,  proceed  to  the  next,  Si 
mon. 

Snuffle.  The  next  upon  the  lift  is  Peter 
Primmer,  the  fchoolmafter. 

Heel-Tap.  Ay,  neighbours,  and  a  fuffi- 
cient  man  :  let  me  tell  you,  Matter  Prim 
mer  is  the  man  for  my  money ;  a  man  of 
learning  ;  that  can  lay  down  the.  law  j  why, 
adzooks,  he  is  wife  enough  to  puzzle  the 
parfon  :  and  then,  how  you  have  heard  him 
oration  at  the  Adam  and  Eve  of  a  Saturday 
night,  about  Ruffia  and  Pruflia :  Ecod, 
George  Gage  the  excifeman  is  nothing  at  all 
to  un. 

4tb  Mob.  A  Primmer  ! 

Heel-Tap.  Ay,  if  the  folks  above  did  but 
know  him ;  why,  lads,  he  will  make  us  all 
ftatefmen  in  time. 

7.d  Mob.  Indeed ! 

Heel-Tap.  Why,  he  fwears  as  how  all 
the  mifcarriages  are  owing  to  the  great  peo 
ple's  not  learning  to  read. 

3^  Mob.  Indeed ! 

Heel-Tap.  For,  fays  Peter,  fays  he,  if  they 
would  but  once  fubmit  to  be  learned  by  me, 
there  is  no  knowing  to  what  a  pitch  the  na 
tion  might  rife. 

C  iJIMob. 
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i ft  Mob.  Ay,  I  wim  they  would. 

Sneak.  Crifpin,  what  is  Peter  Primmer  a 
candidate  ? 

Heel-Tap.  He  is,  Mafkr  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Lord,  I  know  him,  mun,  as  well 
as  my  mother  :  why,  I  ufed  to  go  to  his  lec 
tures  to  Pewterers-hall  'long  with  deputy 
Firkin. 

Heel-Tap,  Like  enough. 

Sneak.  Odds-me,  brother  Bruin,  can  you 
tell  what  is  become  of  my  vife  ? 

Bruin.  She  is  gone  off  with  the  Major. 

Sneak.  Mayhap  to  take  a  walk  in  the  gar 
den  ;  I  will  go  and  take  a  peep  at  what  they 
are  doing.  [Exit  Sneak. 

Mob  without  huzza. 

Heel-Tap.  Gad-fo !  the  candidates  are 
coming.  Come,  neighbours,  range  your- 
felves  to  the  right  and  left,  that  you  may  be 
canvafs'd  in  order :  let  us  fee  who  comes 
firft? 

ift  Mob.  Matter  Mug. 

Heel-Tap.  Now5  neighbours,  have  a  good 
caution  that  this  Mafter  Mug  does  not  ca- 
jofc-yQU ;  he  is  a  damn'd  palavering  fellow. 

Enter  Matthew  Mug. 

Mug.  Gentlemen,  I  am  the  loweft  of 
your  flaves :  Mr.  Keel-Tap,  have  the  ho 
nour  of  kiffing  your  hand. 

Heel-Tap.  There,  did  not  I  tell  you? 

Mug. 
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Mug.  Ah,  my  very  good  friend,  I  hope 
your  father  is  well  ? 

i  ft  Mob.  He  is  dead. 

Mug.  So  he  is.  Mr.  Grub,  if  my  wifties 
prevail,  your  very  good  wife  is  in  healtrfc 

zd  Mob.  Wife  !  I  never  was  married. 

Mug.  No  more  you  were.  Well,  neigh 
bours  and  friends — Ah  !  what  honeft  Dick 
Bennet. 

3^  Mob.  My  name  is  Gregory  Gubbins. 

Mug.  You  are  right,  it  is  fo;  and  how 
fares  it  with  good  Mafter  Gubbins  ? 

3</  Mob.  Pretty  tight,  Mafter  Mug. 

Mug.  I  am  exceedingly  happy  to  hear  it. 

4/£  Mob.  Harkye,  Mafter  Mug. 

Mug.  Your  pleafure,  my  very  dear  friend  ? 

qth  Mob.  Why  as  how,  and  concerning 
our  young  one  at  home. 

Mug.  Right ;  me  is  a  prodigious  promif- 
ing  girl. 

Ajh  Mob.  Girl !  Zooks,  why  'tis  a  boy. 

Mug.  True ;  a  fine  boy  !  I  love  and  ho 
nour  the  child. 

\th  Mob.  Nay,  'tis  none  fuch  a  child ; 
but  you  promis'd  to  get  un  a  place. 

Mug.  A  place  !  what  place  ? 

q.th  Mob.  Why,  a  gentleman's  fervice,  you 
know. 

Mug.  It  is  done  \  it  is  fix'd  ;  it  is  fettled.- 

^th  Mob.  And  when  is  the  lad  to  take  on  ? 

Mug.  He  muft  go  in  a  fortnight  at  farthefh 
C  2  ?£  Mob, 


THE       MAYOR 

Mob.  And  is  it  a  pretty  goodifh  birth, 
Matter  Mug  ? 

Mug.  The  heft  in  the  world  j  head  but 
ler  to  lady  Barbara  Bounce. 

tfh  Mob.  A  lady  ! 

Mug.  The  wages  are  not  much,  but  the 
vails  are  amazing. 

4tb  Mob.  Barbara  Bunch  ? 

Mug.  Yes  j  fhe  has  routs  on  Tuefdays  and 
Sundays,  and  he  gathers  the  tables ;  only  he 
finds  candles,  cards,  coffee,  and  tea. 

4//6  Mob.  Is  Lady  Barbara's  Work  pretty 
tight? 

Mug.  As  good  as  a  fine-cure ;  he  only 
writes  cards  to  her  company,  and  drerTes  his 
miftrefs's  hair. 

^th  Mob.  Hair !  Zounds,  why  Jack  was 
bred  to  dreffing  of  horfes. 

Mug.  True  ;  but  he  is  fufTered  to  do  that 
by  deputy. 

4//j  Mob.  May  be  fo. 

Mug.  It  is  fo.  Harkye,  dear  Heel-Tap, 
who  is  this  fellow  ?  I  mould  remember  his 
face. 

Heel-Tap.  And  don't  you  ? 

Mug.  Not  I,  I  profefs. 

Heel-Tap.  No! 

Mug.  No. 

Heel-Tap.  Well  faid,  Mafter  Mug ;  but 
come,  time  wears :  have  you  any  thing  more 
to  fay  to  the  Corporation  ? 

Mug. 
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Mug.  Gentlemen  of  the   Corporation  of 
Garratt. 

Heel-Tap.  Now,  twig  him  j  now,  mind 
him  :  mark  how  hehawls  his  mufcles  about. 

Mug.  The  honour  I  this  day  folicit,  will 
be  to  me  the  moft  honourable  honour  that 
can  be  conferr'd ;  and,  mould  I  fucceed, 
you,  gentlemen,  may  depend  on  my  ufing 
my  utmoft  endeavours  to  promote  the  good 
of  the  borough  ;  for  which  purpofe,  the  en 
couragement  of  your  trade  and  manufactories 
will  moft  principally  tend.  Garratt,  it  muft 
be  own'd,  is  an  inland  town,  and  has  not, 
like  Wandfworth,  and  Fulham,  and  Putney, 
the  glorious  advantage  of  a  port  j  but  what 
nature  has  denied,  induftry  may  fupply  : 
cabbage,  carrots,  and  colly-flowers,  may  be 
deemed,  at  prefent,  your  ftaple  commodi 
ties  j  but  why  mould  not  your  commerce  be 
extended  ?  Were  I,  gentlemen,  worthy  to 
advife,  I  fhould  recommend  the  opening  a 
new  branch  of  trade;  fparagrafs,  gentlemen, 
the  manufacturing  of  fparagrafs  :  Batterfea, 
I  own,  gentlemen,  bears,  at  prefent,  the 
belle;  but  where  lies  the  fault?  In  our- 
felves,  gentlemen  :  let  us,  gentlemen,  but 
exert  our  natural  ftrength,  and  I  will  take  up 
on  me  to  fay,  that  a  hundred  of  grafs  from 
the  Corporation  of  Garratt,  will  in  a  fhort 
time,  at  the  London  market,  be  hdd,  at  leaft, 
as  an  equivalent  to  a  Batterfea  bundle, 
Mob.  A  Mug !  a  Mug  ! 

C  3  Heel- 


38         T  HE      MAYOR 

Heel-Tap.  Damn  the  fellow,  what  a  tongue 
he  has !  God,  I  muft  ftep  in,  or  he  will 
carry  the  day.  Harkee,  Mailer  Mug  ! 

Mug.  Your  pleafure,  my  very  good  friend? 

Heel-Tap.  No  ftummering  me :  I  tell 
thee,  Matthew,  'twon't  do :  why,  as  to  this 
article  of  ale  here,  how  comes  it  about  that 
you  have  rais'd  it  a  penny  a  (Juart  ? 

Mug.  A  word  in  your  ear,  Crifpin ';  you 
and  your  friends  (hall  have  it  at  three  pence. 

Heel-Tap.  What,  firrah,  d'ye  offer  a 
bribe !  D'ye  dare  to  corrupt  me,  you 
fcoundrel ! 

Mug.  Gentlemen 

Heel-Tap.  Here,  neighbours;  the  fellow 
has  ofFer'd  to  bate  a  penny  a  quart,  if  fo  be 
as  how  I  would  be  confenting  to  impofe  up* 
pn  you. 

Mob.  No  Mug  !   no  Mug  ! 

Mug.  Neighbours,  friends - 

Mob.  No  Mug  ! 

Mug.  I  believe  this  is  the  firft  borough 
that  ever  was  loft  by  the  returning  officer'? 
refufing  a  bribe.  [Exit  Mug. 

2.d  Mob.  JL,et  us  go  and  pull  down  his  lign. 

Heel-Tap.  Hold,  hold,  no  riot :  but  that 
we  may  not  give  Mug  time  to  pervert  the 
votes  and  carry  the  day,  let  us  proceed  to  the 
election. 

Mob.  Agreed  !  agreed  ! 

[Exit  Heel-Tap,  and  Mob. 

Sir. 
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Sir  Jacob,  Bruin,  and  Wifct  come  from  the 
balcony. 

Sir  Jac.  Well,  fon  Bruin,  how  d'ye  re- 
lim  the  Corporation  of  Garratt  ? 

Bruin.  Why,  lookye,  Sir  Jacob,  my 
way  is  always  to  fpeak  what  I  think :  I 
don't  approve  on't  at  all. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  No! 

Sir  Jac.  And  what's  your  objection  ? 

Bruin.  Why,  I  was  never  over-fond  of 
your  May-games :  befides,  corporations  are 
too  ferious  things  ;  they  are  edge-tools,  Sir 
Jacob. 

Sir  Jac.  That  they  are  frequently  tools, 
I  can  readily  grant;  but  I  never  heard  much 
of  their  edge. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Well  now,  I  proteft,  I  am 
pleas'd  with  it  mightily. 

Bruin.  And  who  the  devil  doubts  it  ?— 
You  women  folks  are  eafily  pleas'd. 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Well,  I  like  it  fo  well,  that 
I  hope  to  fee  one  every  year. 

Bruin.  Do  you  ?  Why  then  you  will  be 
damnably  bit ;  you  may  take  your  leave  I 
can  tell  you,  for  this  is  the  laft  you  (hall  fee. 

Sir  Jac.  Fye,  Mr.  Bruin,  how  can  you 
be  fuch  a  bear  :  is  that  a  manner  of  treating 
your  wife? 

Bruin.  What,  I  fuppofe  you  would  hav« 

pie  fuch  a  fniveling  fot  as  your  fon- in- Jaw 

C  4  Sneak, 
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Sneak,  to  truckle  and  cringe,  to  fetch  and 
to  — 

Enter  Sneak,  in  a  violent  hurry. 

Sneak.  Where's  brother  Bruin  ?  O  Lord  ! 
brother,  1  have  fuch  a  difmal  {lory  to  tell 
you — 

Bruin.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sneak.  Why,  you  know  I  went  into  the 
garden  to  look  for  my  vife  and  the  Major, 
and  there  I  hunted  and  hunted  as  (harp  as 
if  it  had  been  for  one  of  my  own  minikens; 
but  the  deuce  a  Major  or  Madam  could  I 
fee :  at  laft,  a  thought  came  into  my  head 
to  look  for  them  up  in  the  fummer-houfe. 

Bruin.   And  there  you  found  them  ? 

Sneak.  I'll  tell  you,  the  door  was  lock'd; 
and  then  I  look'd  thro'  the  key-hole  :  and, 
there,  Lord  a  mercy  upon  us  !  \Whifyer$\ 
as  fure  as  a  gun. 

Bruin.  Indeed  !  Zounds,  why  did  not  you 
break  open  the  door  ? 

Sneak.  I  durft  not  :  what,  would  you 
have  me  fet  my  wit  to  a  foldier  ?  I  warrant, 
the  Major  would  have  knock'd  me  down 
with  one  of  his  boots ;  for  i  could  fee  they 
were  both  of  them  off. 

Bruin.  Very  well !  Pretty  doings !  You 
fee,  Sir  Jacob,  thefe  are  the  fruits  of  indul- 
you  may  call  me  bear,  but  your 


gence 

daughter  (hall  never  make  me  a 


Mob. 
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Mob  huzzas. 

Sir  Jac.  Hey-day  !  What  is  the  eledion 
over  already  ? 

Enter  Crifpin,  &c. 

Heel-Tap.  Where  is  mailer  Sneak  ? 

Sneak.  Here,  Crifpin. 

Heel-Tap.  The  ancient  Corporation  of  Gar- 
ratt,  in  confideration  of  your  great  parts  and 
abilities,  and  out  of  refpect  to  their  landlord, 
Sir  Jacob,  have  unanimoufly  chofen  you 
mayor. 

Sneak.  Me !  huzza !  good  Lord,  who 
would  have  thought  it :  but  how  come 
Mafter  Primmer  to  lofe  it  ? 

Heel-Tap.  Why,  Phill  Fleam  had  told  the 
ele&ors,  that  Matter  Primmer  was  an  Irifli- 
man  ;  and  fo  they  would  none  of  them  give 
their  vote  for  a  foreigner. 

Sneak.  So  then,  I  have  it  for  certain: 
Huzza  !  Now,  brother  Bruin,  you  (hall  fee 
how  I'll  manage  my  Madam:  Gad,  I'll 
make  her  know  I  am  a  man  of  authority ; 
(he  man't  think  to  bullock  and  domineer 
over  me. 

Bruin.  Now  for  it,  Sneak;  the  enemy's 
at  hand. 

Sneak.  You  promife  to  fland  by  me,  bro 
ther  Bruin. 

"Bruin.  Tooth  and  nail. 

Sneak.  Then  now  for  it  j  I  am  ready,  let 
her  come  when  me  will. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Sneak. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Where  is  the  puppy? 

Sneak.  Yes,  yes,  fhe  is  axing  for  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  So,  fot ;  what,  is  this  true 
that  I  hear  ? 

Sneak.  May  be  'tis,  may  be  'tan't :  I  don't 
chufe  to  truft  my  affairs  with  a  voman.  Is 
that  right,  brother  Bruin  ? 

Bruin.  Fine  !  don't  bate  her  an  inch. 

Sneak.  Stand  by  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Hey-day !  I  am  amaz'd ! 
Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ? 

Sneak.  The  meaning  is  plain,  that  I  am 
grown  a  man,  and  vil  do  what  I  pleafe,  with 
out  being  accountable  to  nobody. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  the  fellow  is  furely 
bewitch'd. 

Sneak.  No,  I  am  unwitch'd,  and  that  you 
(hall  know  to  your  coft ;  and  fince  you  pro 
voke  me,  J  will  tell  you  a  bit  of  my  mind  : 
what,  I  am  the  hufband,  I  hope  ? 

Bruin.  That's  right :   at  her  again. 

Sneak.  Yes ;  and  you  (han't  think  to  hec 
tor  and  domineer  over  me  as  you  have  done ; 
for  I'll  go  to  the  club  when  I  pleafe,  and  flay 
out  as  late  as  I  lift,  and  row  in  a  boat  to  Put 
ney  on  Sundays,  and  wifit  my  friends  at  Vit- 
fontide,  and  keep  the  key  of  the  till,  and 
help  myfelf  at  table  to  vhat  vittles  I  like,  and 
I'll  have  a  bit  of  the  brown. 

Bruin; 
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Bruin.  Bravo,  brother  !    Sneak,  the  day's 
your  own. 

Sneak.  An't  it  ?  vhy,  I  did  not  think  it 
vas  in  me  :  (hall  I  tell  her  all  I  know  ? 

Bruin.  Every  thing  ;  you  fee  (he  is  ftruck 
dumb. 

Sneak.  As  an  oyfter :  befides,  madam,  I 
have  fomething  furder  to  tell  you  :  ecod,  if 
fome  folks  go  into  gardens  with  Majors, 
mayhap  other  people  may  go  into  garrets 
with  maids. — There,  I  gave  it  her  home, 
brother  Bruin. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why,  doodle  !  jackanapes ! 
harkee,  who  arh  I  ? 

Sneak.  Come,  don't  go  to  call  names :  am 
I  ?  vhy  my  vife,  and  I  am  your  matter. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  My  mailer !  you  paltry,  pud 
dling  puppy ;  you  fneaking,  fhabby,  fcrub- 
by,  fniveling  whelp ! 

Sneak.  Brother  Bruin,  don't  let  her  come 
near  me. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Have  I,  firrah,  demean'd 
myfelf  to  wed  fuch  a  thing,  fuch  a  reptile 
as  thee  !  Have  I  not  made  myfelf  a  bye- 
word  to  all  my  acquaintance  !  Don't  all  the 
world  cry,  Lord,  who  would  have  thought 
it !  Mifs  Molly  Jollup  to  be  married  to 
Sneak  !  to  take  up  at  laft  with  fuch  a  noodle 
as  he ! 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  glad  enough  you  could 
catch  me  :  you  know,  you  was  pretty  near 
your  laft  legs. 
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Mrs.  Sneak.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  confi 
dent  cur  ?  My  laft  legs  !  Why,  all  the  coun 
try  knows,  I  could  have  pick'd  and  chus'd 
where  I  would  :  did  not  I  refufe  'Squire 
Ap-  Griffith  from  Wales  ?  did  not  Counfel- 
lor  Crab  come  a  courting  a  twelvemonth  ? 
did  not  Mr.  Wort,  the  great  brewer  of 
Brentford,  make  an  offer  that  I  fhould  keep 
my  poft-chay  ? 

Sneak.  Nay,  brother  Bruin,  me  has  had 
werry  good  proffers,  that  is  certain. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  My  laft  legs ! — but  I  can  rein 
my  paffion  no  longer  ;  let  me  get  at  the  vil 
lain. 

Bruin.  O  fye,  fifter  Sneak. 

Sneak.  Hold  her  faft. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Mr.  Bruin,  unhand  me : 
what,  it  is  you  that  have  ftirred  up  thefe 
coals  then  j  he  is  fet  on  by  you  to  abufe  me. 

Bruin.  Not  I ;  I  would  only  have  a  man 
behave  like  a  man. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  What,  and  are  you  to  teach 
him,  I  warrant — But  here  comes  the  Major. 

Enter  Major  Sturgeon. 

Oh  Major!  fuch  a  riot  and  rumpus!  Like 
a  man  indeed  !  I  wifh  people  would  mind 
their  own  affairs,  and  not  meddle  with  mat 
ters  that  does  not  concern  them  :  but  all  in 
good  time  ;  I  mall  one  day  catch  him  alone, 
when  he  has  not  his  bullies  to  back  him. 

Sneak. 
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Sneak.  Adod,  that's  true,  brother  Bruin ; 
what  ill  all  I  do  when  fhe  has  me  at  home, 
and  nobody  by  but  ourfelves  ? 

Bruin.  If  you  get  her  once  under,  you 
may  do  with  her  whatever  you  will. 

Major.  Look  ye,  Mafter  Bruin,  I  don't 
know  how  this  behaviour  may  fuit  with  a 
citizen  ;  but,  were  you  an  officer,  and  Major 
Sturgeon  upon  your  court-martial — 

Bruin.  What  then  ? 

Major.  Then !  why  then  you  would  be 
broke. 

Bruin.  Broke !    and  for  what  ? 

Major.  What !  read  the  articles  of  war : 
but  thefe  things  are  outofyourfpear;  points 
of  honour  are  for  the  fons  of  the  fword. 

Sneak.  Honour !  if  you  come  to  that, 
where  was  your  honour  when  you  got  my 
vife  in  the  garden  ? 

Major.  Now,  Sir  Jacob,  this  is  the  curfe 
of  our  cloth  :  all  fufpected  for  the  faults  ©f 
a  few. 

Sneak.  Ay,  and  not  without  reafon;  I 
heard  of  your  tricks  at  the  king  of  Bohemy, 
when  you  was  campaining  about,  I  did  :  fa 
ther  Sir  Jacob,  he  is  as  wicious  as  an  old  ram. 

Major.  Stop  whilft  you  are  fafe,  Mafter 
Sneak  ;  for  the  fake  of  your  amiable  lady,  I 
pardon  what  is  paft — But  for  you — 

Bruin.  Well. 

Major*  Dread  the  whole  force  of  my  fury. 

Bruin. 
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Bruin.  Why,  lookye,  Major  Sturgeon,  t 
don't  much  care  for  your  poppers  and  (harps, 
becaufe  why,  they  are  out  of  my  way  j  but 
if  you  will  doff  with  your  boots,  and  box  a 
couple  of  bouts- 

Major.  Box  !  box  !  blades !  bullets !  Bag- 
ihot! 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Not  for  the  world,  my  dear 
Major  !  oh,  rifk  not  fo  precious  a  life.  Un 
grateful  wretches !  and  is  this  the  reward 
for  all  the  great  feats  he  has  done  ?  After 
all  his  marchings,  his  foufings,  his  fweat- 
ings,  his  fwimmings ;  muft  his  dear  blood 
be  fpilt  by  a  broker  ! 

Major*  Be  fatisfy'd,  fvveet  Mrs.  Sneak; 
thefe  little  fracafes  we  foldiers  are  fubjecl:  to  3 
trifles,  bagatailes,  Mrs.  Sneak :  But  that  mat 
ters  may  be  conducted  in  a  military  manner,  I 
will  get  our  chaplain  to  pen  me  a  challenge. 
Expect  to  hear  from  my  adjutant. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Major,  Sir  Jacob  ;  what,  are 

you  all  leagu'd  againft  his  dear A  man  ! 

yes,  a  very  manly  action  indeed  to  fet  mar 
ried  people  a  quarreling,  and  ferment  a  dif 
ference  between  hufband  and  wife  :  if  you 
were  a  man,  you  would  not  ftand  by  and  fee 
a  poor  woman  beat  and  abus'd  by  a  brute, 
you  would  not. 

Sneak.  Oh  Lord,  I  can  hold  out  no  longer ! 
why,  brother  Bruin,  you  have  fet  her  a  veep- 
ing :  my  life,  my  lovy,  don't  veep :  did  I 

ever 
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ever  think  I  fhould  have  made  my  Molly  to 
veep? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Lafl  legs !  you  lubberly — • 

[Strikes  him. 

Sir  Jac.  Oh,  fye  !  Molly. 

Mrs.  Sneak.  What,  are  you  leagu'd  againfl 
me,  Sir  Jacob  ? 

Sir  Jac.  Prithee,  don't  expofe  yourfelf 
before  the  whole  parifh  :  but  what  has  been 
the  occafion  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak.  Why  has  not  he  gone  and 
made  himfelf  the  fool  of  the  fair  ?  Mayor  of 
Garratt  indeed  !  ecod,  I  could  trample  him 
under  my  feet. 

Sneak.  Nay,  why  fhould  you  grudge  me 
my  purfarment  ? 

Mrs.  Sneak*  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  an 
oaf?  why  thee  wilt  be  pointed  at  wherever 
thee  goeft  :  lookye,  Jerry,  mind  what  I  fay  j 
go,  get  'em  to  chufe  fomebody  elfe,  or  never 
come  near  me  again. 

Sneak.  What  fhall  I  do,  father  Sir  Jacob? 

Sir  Jac.  Nay,  daughter,  you  take  this 
thjng  in  too  ferious  a  light;  my  honefl  neigh 
bours  thought  to  compliment  me :  but  come, 
we'll  fettle  the  bufinefs  at  once.  Neighbours, 
my  fon  Sneak  being  feldom  amongft  us,  the 
duty  will  never  be  done,  fo  we  will  get  our 
honeft  friend  Heel-Tap  to  execute  the  of 
fice  ;  he  is,  I  think,  every  way  qualified. 

Mob.  A  Heel-Tap! 

Heel-Tap.  What  d'ye  mean,  as  Matter 
Jeremy's  deputy  ?  Sir 
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Sir  Jac.  Ay,  ay,  his  Locum  Yenens. 

Sneak.  Do,  Crifpin  j  do  be  my  Locum 
Tenens. 

Heel-Tap.  Give  me  your  hand,  Mafter 
Sneak,  and  to  oblige  you  I  will  be  the  Lo 
cum-  Tenens. 

Sir  Jac.  St>,  that  vis  fettled ;  but  now  to 
heal  the  other  breach  :  come,  Major,  the 
gentlemen  of  your  cloth  feldom  bear  malice  -, 
let  me  interpofe  between  you  and  my  fon. 

Major.  Your  fon-in-law,  Sir  Jacob,  does 
deferve  a  caftigation ;  but,  on  recollection,  a 
cit  would  but  fully  my  arms.  I  forgive  him. 

Sir  Jac.  That's  right;  as  a  token  of 
amity,  and  to  celebrate  our  feaft,  let  us  call 
in  the  riddles.  Now  if  the  Major  had  but 
his  (hoes,  he  might  join  in  a  country- dance. 

Major.  Sir  Jacob,  no  fhoes,  a  Major  muft 
be  never  out  of  his  boots  j  always  ready  for 
Mrs.  Sneak  will  find  me  lightfome 
enough. 

Sneak.  What  are  all  the  vomen  engaged  ? 
why  then  my  Locum  lenens  and  I  will  jig 
together.  Forget  and  forgive,  Major. 

Major.  Freely. 

d,  that,  after  all  my  toil, 
I  (Uin'd  my  regimentals  by  a  broil. 
To  you  I  dedicate  boots,  fword,  and  fhield, 
Sir  Jac.  As  harmlefs  in  the  chamber  as 
•  the  field* 

T  H  END. 

.  n 
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